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Ask  !  for  the  Lord  hath  said  it — 
Ask,  and  thou  shalt  receive. 

He  waits  to  pour  His  blessings 
On  all  who  will  believe. 

Ask,  in  the  early  morning. 

For  guidance  through  the  dav  ; 

For  grace  to  follow  Jesus 
In  His  own  appointed  way. 

Ask,  when  the  sun  at  noon-tide 
Is  shining  in  the  height — 

That  thine  eyes  may  not  be  dazzled 
By  the  splendour  of  the  light. 

Ask,  when  the  shades  of  evening 
Are  falling  thick  and  fast. 

That  His  presence  may  go  with  thee 
Till  the  darkness  shall  be  past. 
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Ask 


In  the  time  of  tribulation 

Ask  for  strength  to  bear  thy  lot- 
For  the  courage  of  endurance — 

For  a  faith  that  faileth  not. 

And  when  thy  days  are  brightest, 
And  all  around  is  gay — 

Ask  God  to  keep  thee  humble, 
Lest  thou  should'st  go  astray. 

Or  should  thy  heart  be  troubled 
By  doubt  or  anxious  fear. 

Ask  for  His  light  from  Heaven 
To  make  thy  duty  clear. 

Deem  not  thy  cause  too  trivial, 
Nothing  can  be  too  small 

To  bring  before  the  Father, 
Who  knows  and  loves  us  all. 

'Tis  true  He  knows  beforehand 
Thy  heart's  desire  and  need — 

The  purport  of  thy  pleadings— 
And  vet,  he  bids  thee  plead! 


Ask  II 


Ask,  then,  for  He  hath  said  it, 
Pray  to  Him  night  and  day : 

Ask  for  His  Holy  Spirit 
To  teach  thee  //oza  to  pray. 

Ask  for  thyself  and  others 
The  gifts  thou  deemest  best : 

Pour  out  thy  heart  before  Him, 
Then — leave  to  Him  the  rest. 


Past  incrcks 

"  Ask  now  of  the  days  that  are  past." 

"  Ask  now  of  the  days  that  are  past," 
The  long,  long  years  that  are  dead ; 
Hark  to  the  record  of  hours  gone  by, 
And  hear  what  they  all  have  said. 

If  only  we  listen  aright 
We  shall  hear  the  self-same  strain, 
Echoing  down  through  the  shadowy  past. 
Repeated  again  and  again. 

That  goodness  and  mercy  and  truth 
Have  followed  us  all  our  days ; 
That  a  God  of  love,  from  His  throne  above, 
Has  directed  and  ruled  our  ways. 

Days  there  have  been  of  anguish. 
And' nights  of  the  deepest  grief, 
But  whenever  the  need  was  greatest 
'Twas  then  that  He  sent  relief. 


Past    Mercies 


Or  if,  in  His  faultless  wisdom, 
He  saw  fit  to  afflict  us  still, 
He  would  come  to  us  in  our  sorrow, 
And  help  us  to  bear  his  will. 

And  oft  when  in  times  of  trial 
Our  hearts  were  perplexed  with  care, 
And  we  pleaded  in  vain  for  guidance, 
And  darkness  seemed  everywhere, 

A  sudden  light  broke  in  on  the  night. 
And  made  it  as  clear  as  day : 
And  a  voice  we  could  not  fail  to  hear 
Said,  "  T/iis  is  the  one  right  way." 

But  the  record  is  not  all  dark. 
The  past  has  not  all  been  sad  ; 
Think  of  the  numberless  hours 
Wherein  He  has  made  us  glad. 

Surely  the  innocent  joys 
That  brightened  our  childhood  days. 
And  the  deeper  bliss  of  maturer  years 
Should  call  forth  our  ceaseless  praise. 
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And  the  greatest  blessing  of  all, 

The  gift  of  eternal  life, 

The  promise  of  peace  that  shall  never  cease 

At  the  end  of  this  earthly  strife. 

Ah,  yes!  if  we  listen  aright, 
We  shall  hear  the  self-same  strain, 
Telling  of  goodness  and  mercy  and  truth. 
Repeated  again  and  again. 

Then  "  ask  of  the  days  that  are  past," 
At  the  dawn  of  each  opening  year : 
And  trusting  the  love  that  has  never  failed, 
Go  forward — without  a  fear. 


Present  Rclp 

*"  Thy  God  hath  sent  forth  strength  for  thee." 

Not  in  some  far-off  future, 

At  a  time  that  may  never  be  ; 
But  now,  at  the  present  moment, 

"  He  /lat/i  sent  forth  strength  for  thee." 

A^ow,  when  thine  heart  is  troubled, 
And  burdened  with  many  fears, 

And  thine  eyes  are  sad  and  drooping 
With  their  weight  of  unshed  tears. 

Now,  when  the  cross  He  sendeth 
Seems  almost  too  hard  to  bear  ; 

Behold!  He  is  come  to  share  it, 
And  to  lighten  all  thy  care. 

Now,  when  the  blasts  of  error 

Are  raging  fiercely  without, 
And  thy  heart  within  is  trembling. 

Lest  it  should  learn  to  doubt. 

♦  Psalm  Ixviii.,  2%— Prayer  Book  Version. 


1 6  Present    Help 


Away  with  such  faithless  terror ! 

Thy  God  cannot  faithless  Ijc, 
And  He,  from  His  highest  Heaven, 

Hath  sent  forth  His  strength  for  thee. 

The  world  may  scorn  thine  anguish 

And  stand  unheeding  by, 
With  an  ear  that  never  listens. 

And  a  cold,  averted  eye; 

Thy  friends  may  love  thee  dearly, 

And  yet  not  realise 
The  nature  of  thy  trial, 

The  cause  of  all  thy  sighs. 

But  thy  Father  "  knows  thy  sorrow," 

And  the  secret  of  thy  grief, 
And  in  His  perfect  sympathy 

Thy  soul  shall  find  relief. 

The  God-man,  who  was  tempted. 

Can  never  misunderstand  ; 
And  where  the  way  is  roughest, 

Will  hold  thee  by  thy  hand. 
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So  shalt  thou  fear  no  evil, 

For  He  will  be  ever  near : 
And  His  presence  shall  go  with  thee 

"  All  the  days  "  of  each  New  Year. 

Only  be  true  to  His  guidance, 

And  whatever  thy  lot  may  be, 
Be  sure  that  thy  God  in  Heaven 
*"  Hath  commanded  thy  strength  "  for  thee. 


PsAi.M  Ixviii.,  28  -Bible  Versmn, 


Fumre  Guidance 

"  He  k)ioiuciIi  the  ivay  lliat  I  lake." 

''  He  knoweth  the  way  that  I  take," 
Though  that  way  may  he  hidden  from  me  ; 
And   shrouded   from   sight 
As  by  clouds  of  the  night, 
My  path  in  the  future  may  be. 

He  hath  known  from  my  earliest  years 
Every  step  of  my  journey  through  life ; 

He  knew  of  the  care 

That  awaited  me  there. 
And  He  strengthened  my  soul  for  the  strife 

He  knows  all  the  depths  of  my  heart, 
And  the  secrets  none  other  can  tell ; 

He  knows  of  the  sin 

That  is  lurking  within, 
Though  outwardly  all  may  seem  well. 
iS 
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He  knows,  too,  my  anguish  and  grief 
When  I  falter  and  fall  in  the  fight  ; 

And  through  sorrow  and  pain 

He  will  raise  me  again, 
And  order  my  footsteps  aright. 

'  He  knoweth  the  way  that  I  take:" 
Then  why  should  I  tremble  or  fear? 
The  future  to  me 
A  dark  problem  may  be, 
But  to  Him  it  is  perfectly  clear. 

And  I  know  His  infinite  love, 

So  I'll  trust  Him  whate'er  may  betide; 

And,  though  weak  and  alone, 

I  will  face  the  Unknown 
If  only  He  be  by  my  side. 


the  Secret  or  the  Cord 

"  The  servants  whicli  drew  the  water  knew." 

The  secret  of  our  loving  Lord 
Is  with  the  souls  that  fear  Him, 

With  those  who,  strong  in  childlike  faith. 
For  evermore  draw  near  Him. 

In  Him  they  have  a  gracious  Friend 
Who  daily  walks  beside  them, 

And  midst  the  labyrinths  of  life 
Will  ever  safely  guide  them. 

They  know  the  secret  of  His  strength 

Who  in  temptation's  hour 
Lean  only  on  His  heavenly  arm, 

And  trust  His  promised  power. 

Not  one  of  those  who  trust  Him  thus 
Shall  find  that  promise  broken  ; 

Each  word  is  sure  for  evermore 
That  Christ  the  Lord  hath  spoken. 
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T/iey  know  the  secret  of  His  love 
Who  in  their  times  of  sadness 

Find  in  His  sympathy  a  spell 

That  turns  their  grief  to  gladness. 

The  hearts  that  own  Him  for  their  Lord 

Can  nevermore  be  lonely  : 
He  dwells  in  them,  and  they  in  Him, 

Who  live  for  Jesus  only. 

The  world  knows  nothing  of  this  life ; 

Alas  !  its  hidden  meaning 
Is  lost  where  clouds  of  self  and  sin 

Are  ever  intervening. 

The  ruler  at  the  marriage  feast — 

He  tasted,  without  knowing 
From  whence  it  came,  tliat  wondrous  wine, 

Mysteriously  flowing. 

But  ilicy  ivlio  drav  the  water  knciv! 

To  them  the  Saviour's  power, 
Which  changed  that  water  into  wine, 

Was  present  in  that  hour. 
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And  all  God's  servants  know  it  too, 

And  glory  in  possessing 
The  knowledge  that  from  Him  they  draw 

All  life  and  light  and  blessing. 

Teach  us  that  secret,  gracious  Lord  : 

So  on  Thy  Word  relying, 
We  shall  be  Thine  for  evermore 

Henceforth — alive  or  dying. 


SaueU  ro  Scroe 


'Tis  not  by  righteous  works  that  we  have  done, 

But  by  Thy  grace,  O  Lord, 
And  by  the  merits  of  Thine  own  dear  Son 

We  hope  to  claim  reward. 

Our  noblest  deeds,  when  seen  in  Heaven's  light 

Are  deeply  stained  with  ill  ; 
The  holiest  Saint  in  God's  unerring  sight, 

Is  weak  and  faulty  still. 

A  lite-long"  course  of  penitence  and  prayer 

Could  never  win  us  Heaven  : 
'Tis  at  the  Cross  of  Christ,  and  only  there. 

Our  sins  can  be  forgiven. 

For  in  His  loving  tenderness  'twas  He 

Himself  devised  the  way 
By  which  He  sought  us,  saved  us,  set  us  free 

From  Satan's  deadly  sway. 
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Saved  us — and  raised  us  from  our  lost  estate 

And  loosed  us  from  our  Sin, 
And  led  us  gently  to  the  Mercy-Gate 

And  bade  us  enter  in. 

Saved  us — and  washed  us  from  each  guilty  stain 

In  His  own  precious  blood, 
And  made  us  holy  in  God's  sight  again, 

Through  that  most  sacred  flood. 

Saved  us — but  not  to  live  in  idle  pleasure. 

That  borders  upon  Sin  ; 
Risking  the  loss  of  that  eternal  treasure, 

He  died  that  we  might  win. 

Saved  us — that  we  might   henceforth  take  our 
Beneath  the  Saviour's  Cross,  [stand 

And  live  for  Hi/n — a  separated  band, 
Counting  all  else  as  loss. 

Can  we,  the  children  of  the  Heavenly  birth, 

Ignore  our  sacred  call. 
Content  to  dwell  amongst  the  things  of  Earth, 

As  though  this  Earth  were  all? 


Saved    to    Serve 


Nay!     We  are  "  Saved  to  Serve.''     So  may  our 
days 

Be  consecrated  tlius  ; 
And  spent  in  loving  service  to  His  praise, 

Who  gave  His  Life  for  us. 


Whose  Seroice  is  Perfect  freeaoin 

A    PARADOX. 

Not  by  constraint,  but  willingly 

Would  I  give  myself,  dear  Lord,  to  Thee; 

Not  as  a  slave,  but  as  a  son, 

Would  I  serve  Thee  till  my  days  are  done. 

Satan  may  tempt  us  and  beguile, 

Promising  liberty  for  awhile; 

But  soon  or  late  we  all  will  leel 

That  the  fetters  of  sin  are  strong  as  steel. 

But  where  Thy  Spirit,  Lord,  doth  reign, 
Fetters  can  never  be  felt  again  : 
Only  they  who  are  serving  Thee, 
Know  what  it  is  to  be  truly  free. 

Love  is  the  chain  that  holds  them  fast, 
The  magnet  that  draws  them  from  first  to  last. 
Bind  us,  then,  with  this  cord  divine. 
And  rivet  our  hearts,  dear  Lord,  to  Thine. 
26 


R  Wldou)  Indeed 

A   NEW   year's   plea   FOR   THE   WIDOWS   OF   INDIA. 

Poor  solitary  one, 

Whose  fresh  young  Hfe  was  darkened  ere  'twas 
Who  would  not  mourn  thy  fate?  [well  begun, 
A  Child,  and  yet  a  Widow  ! — sad  and  desolate. 

Thou  sittest  there  apart, 

An  outcast — shunned  and  scorned  by  every 
Even  thy  mother  fears  [kindred  heart ; 

To  show  her  love,   and  steels   herself  against 
thy  tears. 

What  hast  thou  done,   that  thou 
Must   expiate   the   past   by   such    dire   penance 
Alas!  poor  little  bride,  [now? 

Thine    only    crime    was    this — thine    unknown 
husband  died. 

Methinks  the  funeral  pyre. 

And  quicker  anguish  of  the  flaming  Suttee  fire. 
Were  scarcely  more  unkind 

Than  this  slow  death   in  life,   for  body,   soul, 
and  mind. 

27 


28  A     Widow    Indeed 


In  this  fair  land  of  ours 

Are  many  widowed  hearts — too  many  drooping 
Whose  life  is  one  long  sigh  [flowers, 

For  grieving  o'er  the  sunshine  of  the  days  gone 
by. 

But  thou  hast  known  no  youth, 
Thy  sun  went  down  ere  yet  'twas  noon  ;  in  very 
Thy  keenest  pang  is  this,  [truth 

That  thou  hast  nothing  to  remember  of  past 
bliss. 

O  Thou  who  art  on  High, 

And  yet  dost  hear  and  answer  every  mourner's 
O  Thou  who  art  so  strong,  [cry, 

Look  down  from  Heav'n  with  pow'r,  and  right 
this  cruel  wrong. 

Plead  T/ioii  the  widow's  cause. 
Show  us  that  mere  expediency  and  man-made 
Are  nothing  in  Thy  sight  [laws 

Compared  with  the  eternal  laws  of  Truth  and 
Right. 

Teach  us  to  work  and  pray  [away. 

Till    Superstition's    galling    chains    are    swept 
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And   India's  land,    at   last, 

Stands  rescued  from  the  paralysing  power  of 
Caste. 

May  we  who  are  so  blest, 

In   happy  Christian   homes — O   may  we  never 
And  never  cease  to  pray  [rest. 

For   the   glad   dawning   of   that   long-expected 
day. 

Surely  each  Woman's  heart 
Must  burn  with  noble  eagerness  to  do  her  part 
To  hasten  this  great  end. 

And    prove    herself,    in    word    and    deed,    the 
Widow's  friend. 

And  ye  whose  hearts  are  sad, 
Feeling  that  life  has  nothing  left  to  make  them 
Would  not  your  days  be  brighter  [glad, 

If  you   could   make   some   other   heart   a   little 
lighter? 

Do  somethmg  for  the  Lord  ; 

True  work   for    Him   will   ever   bring   its   own 
Live  not  for  self  alone,  [reward. 

But,    in    relieving   others'    griefs,    forget   your 
own. 


Che  steps  of  a  Good  n^an  are 
Orderea  bp  the  Cora 

Not  the  LiFK  only,  and  the  destined  Way, 
But  every  little  step  from  day  to  day  : 
Not  the  storm  only,  but  the  summer  shower 
Is  sent  and  ordered  by  our  Father's  power. 

Not  the  Sea  only,  but  each  rippling  wave 
Obeys  the  mandate  that  its  Maker  gave: 
The  mighty  desert,  and  each  grain  of  sand. 
Alike  is  weighed  and  measured  by  His  hand. 

Not  the  Oak  only,  but  each  blade  of  grass 
That's   crushed   beneath   our   footsteps   as   we 

pass, 
And  every  violet  that  scents  the  air. 
Was  sown  and  nurtured  by  His  loving  care. 

The  Avalanche  at  His  command  is  hurled, 
So  too  the  Hurricane  that  sweeps  the  world  ; 
But  none  the  less  He  sends  the  gentle  breeze 
That  makes  sweet  music  in  the  waving  trees. 

30 


The    Steps    of    a    Good    Man 


Hear  what  of  old  our  dear  Redeemer  said, 
"  The  very  hairs  are  numbered  on  your  head; 
And  not  a  sparrow  to  the  ground  doth  fall 
^^'ithout  the  sanction  of  the  Lord  of  all." 

Oh,  thought,  how  solemn  !  yet  how  full  of  love  ! 
That  He,  who  reigns  omnipotent  above, 
Yet  watches  o'er  His  children,  night  and  day, 
And  "  orders  all  our  footsteps  in  His  way." 

Should  sickness  come,  or  pain  !      It  is  His  will ; 
He,  the  great  Arbiter  of  good  and  ill. 
Knows  just  the  discipline,  the  wise  control, 
That  fits  and  fortifies  each  wayward  soul. 

The  greatest  Sorrow  we  have  ever  known. 
The  little  care  we  scarcely  like  to  own  ; 
He  sends  them  Iwi/i,  that  we  may  learn  to  bear 
Both    in    the    selfsame    strength    of    faith    and 
prayer. 

And  then  the  joys  that  crown  our  earthly  days. 
Calling    for    ceaseless    songs    and    hymns    of 
praise ; 
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He  is  the  Giver  of  those  golden  hours : 

He  gives,  besides,  the  sunshine  and  the  flou^ers. 

Tiis  is  the  Providence  "  that  shapes  our  ends," 
And  we  believe  that  everything  He  sends 
Hath  some  wise  purpose,  and  is  small  or  great 
Only  as  it  affects  our  final  fate. 

Hereafter  we  shall  know  as  we  are  known. 
And    in   the    Light   that   shines    around    God's 

throne 
Shall  sec  how  He  hath  led  us,  day  by  day. 
And  "  ordered  all  our  footsteps  in  His  way." 

Oh,  Father!  prostrate  at  Thy  feet  we  fall, 
And  pray  Thee  take  our  lives,  our  souls,  our  all, 
Henceforth  into  Thy  safe  and  loving  keeping, 
And  watch  o'er  us  for  good,  awake  or  sleeping. 


Se  Knou)  not  Wbat  pe  Esk 


"  Ye  know  not  what  ye  ask." 
So  spake  of  old  our  loving  Lord 
To  one  who,  blinded  by  her  pride, 
Had  sought  to  choose  her  sons'  reward. 

"  My  cup,  indeed,  they  may  partake, 
My  baptism  on  earth  may  share  ; 
But  their  appointed  place  in  heaven 
My  Father  only  can  prepare." 

Thus  wisely  and  thus  tenderly 

He  set  aside  her  fond  request. 

Did  not  the  Father  love  them  well? 

Could  she  not  trust  Him  for  the  rest? 

So  we,  too,  know  not  what  we  ask. 
When,  with  a  misdirected  zeal, 
We  seek  to  learn  the  secret  things 
It  is  God's  wisdom  to  conceal. 
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Oh,  did  we  sometimes  know  to-day 
The  deadly  peril,  pain,  or  sorrow, 
Or  e'en  the  overwhelming  joy, 
That  shall  be  ours  upon  the  morrow^  — 

Our  very  hearts  would  fall  for  fear. 
Our  burden  be  too  great  to  bear ; 
For  God  has  only  promised  strength 
For  each  day's  weight  of  woe  or  care. 

And  when  upon  our  bended  knees 
We  plead  for  some  beloved  friend, 
For  earth's  best  blessings  on  his  head, 
Or  that  some  wearing  grief  may  end, — 

We  know  not  what  we  ask ;  perhaps 
Those  very  blessings  might  be  snares. 
And  trials  we  would  ward  away 
Prove  choicest  blessings  "  unawares." 

We  fail  as  yet  to  read  aright 

The  all-wise  purposes  of  God  : 

We  know  not  what  a  wealth  of  love 

Is  bound  up  with  His  chastening  rod. 


Ye   /vnoa'  not    ]]liat   vc  Ask 


O.T 


We  see  not,  but  our  Father  sees 
The  story  of  our  little  life ; 
The  onward  march  from  day  to  day, 
The  ending  of  the  earthly  strife. 

We  know  not  at  each  opening  year 
What  shall  befall  us  ere  it  close : 
Sorrow  or  Gladness,  Life  or  Death? 
We  know  not,  but  otir  Failier  knows. 

In  mercy  He  has  drawn  the  veil 
That  hides  the  future  from  our  sight ; 
Let  us  not  strive  to  lift  its  folds. 
Lest  we  be  blinded  by  the  light. 

We  know  enough,  we  know  that  He 
Whose  faultless  wisdom  rules  our  fate 
Loves  us  as  only  God  can  love. 
So  let  us  trust  that  love, — and  wait. 


Room  €noual) 

"  Tluiti  slialt  make  room  rnoiigli  under  me  for  to 
i^o,  llial   my  fool  si  ep^  sJiall  not  slide." 

Yes!  room  enough,  but  not  a  step  to  spare, 
No  room  for  idle  wandering-  to  and  fro  : 
The  gate  is  strait,  and  I  must  tread  with  care 
The  narrow  way  my  God  would  have  me  go. 

'Tis  better  so,  I  am  so  prone  to  stray ; 

The    world's    broad    path    so    pleasant    is    and 

bright, 
So  manv  flowerets  blossom  by  the  way; 
But  I  must  walk  by  faith  and  not  by  sight. 

Mine  eyes  are  holden  that  they  cannot  see 
How  many  dangers  lurk  on  every  side ; 
But  God  hath  made  just  room  enough  for  me, 
That    so    my    faltering    "  footsteps    shall    not 
slide." 
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Not  even  when  the  sudden  storm-clouds  lower, 
And    trouble   comes    as    with    an    earthquake's 

shock, 
I  shall  not  faint  or  fail  in  that  dread  hour, 
For  He  hath  set  my  feet  upon  the  Rock. 

No  floods  can  overwhelm  me  standing  there ; 
No  Sun  shall  harm  by  day,  no  Moon  by  night; 
For  He  shall  keep  me  in  His  loving  care, 
And  succour  me  with  His  unfailing  might. 

And  should  I  fall,  I  shall  arise  again, 
He  will  not  suffer  me  to  fall  for  ever ; 
Who  trust  in  Christ  shall  never  trust  in  vain. 
Nor  death,  nor  hell,  their  souls  from  Him  shall 
sever. 

And  though  the  way  be  narrow,  it  hath  led 
Unnumbered  millions  to  the  home  above ; 
Wide  as  the  vault  of  heaven  overhead 
Extends  the  promise  of  the  Father's  love. 

Yes!  there  is  room  enough  for  one,  for  all, 
For  every  guilty  soul  with  sin  opprest. 


Room,    Enous[h 


Who  will  but  listen  to  the  gospel  call, 

"  Come  unto  Me  and  I  will  give  you  rest." 

Then  let  us  come,  and  take  Him  at  His  word, 
Draw  near  and  worship  Him  in  holy  fear, 
And  let  our  hearts  with  grateful  zeal  be  stirred 
To  serve  Him  better  through  this  glad  New 
Year. 

And  He  will  lead  us  on  through  all  our  days, 
Till  every  anxious  doubt  and  fear  shall  cease, 
And  we  shall  find  at  last  that  wisdom's  ways 
Are  ways  of  pleasantness  and  paths  of  peace. 


mmno  bath  m  £ord  Dclpcd  us 

Whenever  in  the  storms  of  life 
My  fainting  spirit  sinks  beneath  the  strife, 
And  like  the  faithless  Seer  I  cry — 
"  'Twere  better  for  me  not  to  live  but  die  : 
Oh,  then,  my  soul,  look  back,  look  back  and  see 
All  that  through  ages  past  thy  God  hath  done 
for  thee. 

Gaze  with  unhesitating  eye 
Dou^n  the  long  vista  of  the  years  gone  by  ; 
Think  how,  when  light  itself  seemed  gone. 
His  mercy,  step  by  step,  still  led  thee  on. 
The  Everlasting  Arms  were  round  thee  still, 
And    saved    thee    from    thy    rash,    unsanctified 
self-will. 

Count  o'er  His  blessings  one  by  one. 
Think  of  the  battles  fought,  the  victories  won  ; 
The  love  that  spared  the  bruised  reed. 
The  strength  made  equal  to  thy  greatest  need  ; 
Temptations  wrestled  with  and  overcome. 
Prayers   that  were  heard   in   heaven,   although 
thy  lips  were  dumb. 
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Think,  when  thy  false  rebellious  pride 
Craved  fretfully  for  some  delight  denied  ; 
When,  in  the  blindness  of  thy  heart, 
Thou   from   some   cherished   idol   would 'st   not 

part ; 
He,  in  His  tender  providence  and  care, 
Removed    that    hurtful    thing,    that    else    had 

proved  a  snare. 

Think  how,  in  times  of  bitter  grief. 

The  nearness  of  His  presence  gave  relief, 

Bringing  amidst  thy  blinding  tears 

A  sure  release  from  agonizing  fears ; 

Think   how,    on    e'en    "  the    darkest,    dreariest 

day," 
His   sun   shone   out   at   length,   and   drove   the 

mists  away. 

Then  wherefore  tremble  in  this  hour, 
To  trust  thyself  to  His  almighty  power? 
Fear  not,  so  thou  but  feel  His  hand. 
Though,  tempest-tossed,  thou  canst  not  see  the 

land. 
He  amid  waves  and  storms  will  hold  thee  fast, 
And  safe  within  His  haven  guide  thee  at  the 

last. 
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Heed  not,  though  strong  and  subtle  foes, 
Thine  onward  progress,  step  by  step,  oppose  ; 
Though  the  "  World's  Trinity  "•■  within 
Assail  thee  through  thine  own  besetting  sin. 
Fear  not !  His  seal  is  set  upon  thy  brow, 
Deem  not,  baptized  one,  that  He  will  forsake 
thee  now. 

Fight  on  with  heart  still  strong  and  brave. 
Though    the    stern    conflict   end    but    with    the 

grave ; 
Doubt  not  His  willingness  to  aid, 
Let  not  thy  heart  be  troubled  or  afraid. 
Hear  what  to  thee  thine  own  Redeemer  saith  : 
Ah,  "  Wherefore  dost  thou  doubt  Me,  thou  of 

little  faith?  " 

I  will  not  doubt  Thee,  O  my  God  ! 
Henceforth  I  will  "  lie  still  beneath  Thy  rod," 
Nor  seek  release  from  present  ill, 
Only  for  grace  to  knoiv  and  do  Thy  will. 
Receiving  every  trial  Thou  dost  send, 
As  meant  to  work  my  soul's  best  welfare  in  the 
end. 

*  I  John  ii  ,  16. 
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0  Lord  my  God,  I  do  believe, 

Help  Thou  mine  unbelief.      Let  me  not  grieve 
O'er  withered  joys  or  hopes  denied, 
As  those  who  have  no  hope,  no  God  beside ; 
But  "  /rNst  the  wisdom  that  I  cannot  trace," 
I'ntil  at  last  in  Hea\'en  I  see  Thee  face  to  face. 

Henceforth  I'll  welcome  every  loss 

That  makes  me  cling  more  closely  to  the  cross  ; 

Nor  murmur  if,  whilst  lingering  here, 

1  pass  the  time  of  sojourning  in  fear. 
My  lot  on  earth  is  conflict  without  cease, 
Hereafter  Everlasting  Joy,  and  Perfect  Peace. 


rnemorp 


I  would  not  change  the  glorious  power 

God  gives  to  man  alone, 
To  think  o'er  every  long-past  hour, 

For  all  the  joys  I've  known. 

I  would  not  break  one  single  link 

Of  Memory's  sacred  chain  ; 
I  would  not  lose  the  power  to  think, 

Though  every  thought  were  pain. 

Though  Memory  were  the  deep,  dark  grave 

Of  many  a  bitter  hour. 
Still  would  I  struggle  to  be  brave, 

And  bless  its  God-like  power. 

Of  all  life's  countless  hopes  and  fears. 

Its  sorrows  and  its  bliss, 
I  would  forget,  in  after  years. 

One  thing  alone — 'tis  this: 
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I  would  forget  each  injury 
Long,  long  ago  forgiven, 

I  would  not  keep  one  Memory 
Thai  is  not  fit  for  Heaven. 


Wbo  sball  Roll  m  Stone  flioap? 

AN    EASTER    HYMX. 

Rough  was  the  way,  and  dark,  and  cold. 
By  which  the  women  came  of  old. 
Seeking  the  grave  where  Jesus  lay. 
Upon  the  first  great  Easter  Day. 

Their  hearts  were  filled  with  grief  and  fear. 
And  as  their  trembling  steps  drew  near, 
In  whispered  words  we  hear  them  say, 
"  But  '  JV/io  shall  roll  the  stone  away?  ' 

"  Our  feeble  women's  strength  alone 
Can  never  move  that  weighty  stone  ; 
Our  journey  will  be  all  in  vain. 
We  ne'er  shall  see  our  Lord  again." 

But  still  with  love  that  lingers  not, 
They  press  towards  the  sacred  spot, 
Where,  resting  in  mysterious  sleep, 
The  Sa\iour  lies,  for  whom  they  weep. 
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And  toiling  onwards  through  the  gloom, 
They  reach  at  last  the  rocky  tomb, 
Just  as  the  first  faint  streak  of  dawn 
Is  breaking  on  that  Easter  morn. 

\\'hnt  is  this  sight  that  greets  their  eyes? 
No  sunshine   streaming  from   the  skies, 
But  beauteous  angels  clothed  in  white, 
And  beaming  with  celestial  light. 

In  tcnderest  tones  the  angels  said, 
"  '  Why  seek  the  li\ing  with  the  dead?  ' 
Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day, 
Come  see  the  place  where  Jesus  lay." 

And  "  looking  up,"  but  not  with  fear, 
Those  holy  women  drew  more  near ; 
Till,  in  the  light  of  Easter  Day, 
"  They  saw  the  stone  was  rolled  away." 

Christians,  rejoice  !     Take  heart  of  grace. 
All  ye  who  seek  the  Saviour's  face ; 
There  may  be  mountains  in  the  way. 
Rut  God  will  roll  each  stone  awav. 
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It  needs,  perhaps,  an  earthquake's  shock 
To  move  the  adamantine  rock  ; 
Or  else  His  love,  if  so  He  please, 
Can  work  by  slow  and  sure  degrees. 

Leave  it  to  Him  to  choose  the  means; 
Each  obstacle  that  intervenes 
Shall  vanish  like  that  mighty  stone, 
And  God  be  glorified  alone. 

Nothing  can  be  too  hard  for  One 
Who  gave  His  own  beloved  Son 
To  die  for  man,  and  from  the  grave 
To  rise  omnipotent  to  save. 

Only  believe,  and  ye  shall  see 
How  wonderful  His  work  will  be ; 
Bidding  each  doubt  and  fear  to  cease, 
And  all  be  "  lo\e,  and  joy,  and  peace." 

So  let  us  all  loud  anthems  sing 
To  Christ  the  Lord,  our  Heavenly  King, 
Who  on  this  glorious  Easter  Day 
Hath  rolled  the  last  great  stone  away. 


tl)e  Sl)ipu)rcck 

"  A)id  so  it  came  to  pass  that  they   escaped  all 
safe  to  land." 

Amongst  the  foaming  breakers 

They  ran  the  ship  aground, 
Whilst  still  with  unspent  fury 

The  tempest  raged  around  : 
Wave  after  wave  uplifted 

Its  cruel  crest  on  high, 
Till,  mingling  with  the  storm-clouds, 

It  seemed  to  touch  the  sky. 

Sailors  are  brave  by  nature ; 

Bold  hearts  they  need  to  be 
Who  go  to  meet  undaunted 

The  perils  of  the  sea. 
Many  a  silent  hero 

Now  sleeps  beneath  the  wave. 
Who  died  whilst  nobly  striving 

.Some  other  life  to  save. 
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But  fourteen  days  of  darkness, 

Of  fasting,  and  of  fear, 
And  fourteen  nights  of  watching, 

With  death  for  ever  near, 
Had  tried  the  stoutest  hearted 

Who  trod  that  vessel's  deck; 
And  now  they  saw  her  stranded, 

A  broken,  helpless  wreck. 

Hope  there  was  none  of  rescue  ; 

They  scanned  with  straining  eyes 
The  barren  shore  before  them, 

The  dark,  unpitying  skies. 
Alas!  their  search  was  fruitless. 

Above — below — around — 
In  all  that  waste  of  waters, 

No  sign  of  life  was  found. 

And  still  those  cruel  breakers 

Pursued  the  helpless  wreck, 
And  with  a  noise  like  thunder 

Crashed  down  upon  her  deck. 
And  as  each  wave  receded, 

There  rose  the  piteous  cry — 
The  last  deep  wail  of  anguish 

Of  men  about  to  die. 
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But  one  there  was  who  stood  there 

Insensible  to  fear, 
Because,  through  all  that  tempest, 

He  knew  that  help  was  near. 
The  floods  might  lift  their  voices, 

The  winds  might  rage  at  will, 
But  the  great  God  in  heaven 

Controlled  and  ruled  them  still. 

'Twas  Paul,  the  great  Apostle, 

Who  stood  there  thus  unmoved, 
Relying  on  the  promise 

That  ofttimes  he  had  proved. 
The  Lord  was  with  His  servant. 

And  His  almighty  arm 
Was  stretched  out  through  the  darkness 

To  shield  him  from  all  harm. 

Amidst  the  deadly  peril 

Of  one  tempestuous  night, 
God's  angel  stood  beside  him, 

All  clothed  in  radiant  white. 
"  Fear  not,"  he  softly  whispered; 

"  Thy  life  secure  shall  be. 
And  God  to  thee  hath  given 

All  them  that  sail  with  thee." 
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Thus  comforted  and  strengthened, 

Paul  cheered  the  fainting  crew, 
Bidding  them  watch  with  patience 

To  see  what  God  would  do. 
And  now,  in  this  last  crisis 

Of  terror  and  despair, 
With  heart  still  strong  and  stedfast. 

He  stood  unflinching  there. 

Faithful  was  He  that  promised  ; 

Slowly  the  hours  passed, 
But  on  that  awful  darkness 

The  sun  shone  out  at  last. 
And  then,  beyond  the  breakers, 

The  low  and  barren  shore, 
Seen  by  the  welcome  daylight,  . 

Looked  nearer  than  before. 

Ere  long  the  word  was  given, 

That  swimmers,  bond  or  free. 
Should  cast   themselves  the  foremost 

Into  that  surging  sea. 
At  once  some  struck  out  boldly, 

And  cleared  the  sinking  wreck, 
Some  clung  to  "  broken  pieces  " 

That  floated  from  her  deck. 
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Half  droAvned  beneath  the  breakers, 

Half  blinded  by  the  spray, 
Yet  still  for  dear  life  struggling, 

Onward  they  held  their  way. 
And  so  by  God's  good  mercy, 

And  guided  by  His  hand. 
Spite  of  the  winds  and  waters, 

They  all  escaped  to  land. 


Father !  we  too  are  tossing 

On  life's  tempestuous  sea. 
And  far  off  seems  the  haven 

Where  we  so  long  to  be. 
The  big  waves  rise  like  mountains, 

And  hide  the  smiling  shore. 
Where  we  would  rest  in  safety 

With  Thee  for  evermore. 

Dear  Lord,  we  are  so  feeble. 
Our  hearts  are  full  of  fear ; 

Come  to  us  in  our  danger, 
And  let  us  feel  Thee  near. 
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Speak  to  our  troubled  spirits, 
And  tell  us  that  Thine  arm 

Is  stretched  out  through  the  darkness, 
To  shield  us  from  all  harm. 

Then  shall  we  cease  to  tremble, 

Though  Death  itself  draw  nigh  ; 
For,  thus  divinely  strengthened, 

His  terrors  we  defy. 
And  in  those  dreaded  waters 

The  eye  of  faith  shall  see 
The  pathway  that  "  the  ransomed 

Pass  over,"  Lord,  to  Thee. 

Our  ship  itself  may  founder, 

Our  props  and  stays  be  crushed  ; 
And  one  by  one  be  shattered 

The  hopes  in  which  we  trust. 
But  God  abideth  faithful. 

His  word  can  never  fail ; 
And  though  the  waves  toss  wildly, 

"  Yet  shall  they  not  prevail." 

Nay,  more!  these  earthly  conflicts. 

Were  they  but  understood, 
^Vould  show  us  how  that  all  things 

Are  working  for  our  good. 
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And  life's  apparent  failures, 
We  too  may  learn  at  last, 

Were  like  those  "  broken  pieces," 
Our  safeguards  in  the  past. 

//  o/dv  Christ  our  Captain 

Be  standing  at  the  helm, 
No  storms  shall  ever  harm  us. 

No  seas  shall  overwhelm. 
But,  spite  of  winds  and  waters, 

Steered  by  His  loving  hand, 
We,  like  those  shipwrecked  sailors, 

Shall  all  come  safe  to  land. 


tbe  Ralnbou) 

"  A  jaithjid  ivitness  i)i  Heaven." 

When  the  clouds  are  just  breaking,   and  sun- 
shine again 
Illumines  the  earth  through  the  torrents  ol  rain, 
Their  mystical  union  gives  birth  to  my  form, 
And   I  shine  forth  in  beauty,   the  child  of  the 
storm. 

Look  up,  sons  of  Adam,  look  up  and  behold  ; 
I  am  gorgeous  in  vesture,  green,  crimson,  and 

gold; 
The   stars   in   their   course   shine   less    proudly 

than  I, 
They  gem  but  the  heavens,  I  circle  the  sky. 

But,  better  than  this,  I  have  good  things  to  tell. 
And   the   hearts   of   God's   faithful   ones   know 

them  full  well ; 
Like  the  snowdrop  in  winter,  the  hawthorn  in 

spring, 
I,  too,  have  a  message  of  comfort  to  bring. 
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To  the  children  of  sorrow,  the  weary  and  weak, 
The  "  faint,  yet  pursuing,"  to  those  do  I  speak; 
And  I  tell  of  a  time  that  shall  end  all  their  pain. 
And  I  bid  them  take  heart  for  the  conflict  again. 

For,  like  as  of  old,  when  from  Ararat's  brow 
The  eye  first  beheld  me,  all  radiant  as  now. 
Even  yet,  in  the  trials  and  tempests  of  life, 
I  bring  hope  for  the  future,  and  strength  for 
the  strife. 

A  pledge  of  perpetual  mercy  am  I ; 
As  a  token  of  love  was  I  set  in  the  sky  ; 
And  there  I  still  shine,  after  thousands  of  years. 
Like  the  sun  of  God's  smile,  through  the  mist 
of  man's  tears. 


I  Daue  nothina  ro  set  before  Rim 

Nothing?     Not  even  a  crumb  wherewith  to  feed 
The  poor  faint  traveller  in  his  hour  of  need? 
Not  even  a  draught  of  water  from  the  spring 
To  quench  his  thirst?     How  sad,  how  strange 
a  thing ! 

Oh,  can  it  be  that  on  God's  bounteous  earth 
There  dwells  one  human  soul  so  little  worth. 
That,  in  his  utter  bankruptcy  of  heart. 
He  has  no  gift,  no  blessing  to  impart? 

No  love,  no  sympathy  for  other's  woes? 
Not  even  a  kindly  look  or  word  for  those 
Who  in  their  agony  of  grief  or  pain 
Ask  for  no  more  than  this,  yet  ask  in  vain? 

Can  one  who  all  his  life  has  known  and  heard 
The  priceless  promises  of  God's  own  Word, 
When  other  stricken  souls  for  sin  do  mourn, 
Find  nothing  in  that  Word  to  help  or  warn? 
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Oil,  brothers,  sisters,  is  it  so  with  us? 
Are  we  too  hiding  all  our  talents  thus? 
Have  zve  no  help  to  gi\e  to  one  another? 
Nothiug  to  set  before  our  fainting-  brother? 

Think  how  our  lo\ing  (lod  is  ever  gi\ing 
Out  of  Piis  bounteous  store  to  all  things  living, 
Blessings  of  Providence  and  gifts  of  grace, 
Treasures  of  mercy  to  our  fallen  race. 

Oh,  let  us  then,  who  bear  His  hoi)'  name, 
If  not  for  love,  at  least  for  very  shame, 
No  longer  shut  our  hearts  in  selfish  pride. 
But  spread  abroad  those  blessings  far  and  wide. 

And  ye,  the  ministers  of  God,  take  heed  ! 
Ye  have  the  flock  of  Christ  in  charge  to  feed  ; 
See  that  ye  feed  them  with  the  truth  alone, 
And  give  not  men  who  ask  for  bread  a  stone. 

All  things  are  ours,  but  only  ours  on  trust, 
Gifts  to  be  shared,  not  laid  aside  to  rust; 
And,  like  the  widow's  cruse,  each  gift  we  hold. 
When  shared,  is  multiplied  a  thousand-fold. 
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All  things  are  ours,  yet  nothing  is  our  own, 
For  no  man  lixeth  to  himself  alone ; 
Each  can  do  something  for  the  other's  good. 
And  so  fulfil  the  law  of  brotherhood. 

So  long  as  God,  in  His  exceeding  love, 
Crowns  us  with  countless  blessings  from  above, 
So  long  His  word  goes  forth  to  all  who  live, — 
Freely  ye  have  received, — as  freely  give." 


''  I  iDlll  pull  dou)ti  mp  Barns  and 
build  greater'' 

"  What  I  spent  I  had:  What  I  kept  I  lost :  What 
I  gave  I  have." 

Lord,  Thou  hast  blest  my  earthly  store 

Far,  far  above  my  need, 
And  given  me  daily  more  and  more, 

Till  I  am  rich  indeed. 

So  rich,  that  I   no  longer  know 

How  to  find  room  or  place 
Wherein  my  treasures  to  bestow, 

So  bounteous  is  Thy  grace. 

My  barns  are  bursting  with  the  weight 

Of  all  the  wealth  they  hold  : 
What  shall  I  do  to  shun  the  fate 

Of  that  "  rich  fool  "  of  old? 
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Ah,  welcome  thought !  this  will  I  do, 

Like,  yet  unlike  that  man  ; 
Pull  down  my  barns  and  build  them  new, 

On  quite  another  plan. 

My  old  barns  were  but  little  worth  ; 

These  shall  be  grand  and  high  : 
Founded,  indeed,  upon  the  earth. 

But  reaching  to  the  sky. 

The  old  ones  were  but  meant  to  stand 
Till  life's  short  span  was  o'er; 

These  new  ones,  on  the  other  hand, 
Shall  last  for  evermore. 

Each  shall  be  laid  with  faith  and  prayer. 
And  stored  throughout  with  lo\e, 

And  consecrated  everywhere 
To  One  who  is  above. 

Here  shall  an   F^ospitai  be  l)uilt 
For  sick,  and  poor,  and  maimed  ; 

.\nd  there  a  Home  where  sons  of  guilt 
Perchance  mav  be  reclaimed. 
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And  yonder,  where  the  ground  is  higher, 

A  stately  Church  shall  rise. 
With  vaulted  roof  and  tapering  spire, 

To  point  men  to  the  skies. 

And  if  I  cannot  build  alone. 

At  least  I'll  bear  my  part; 
God  will  accept  a  single  stone 

Given  with  a  loving  heart. 

One  of  my  barns,  if  so  He  will, 

A  floating  ship  shall  be, 
Carrying  hope  of  rescue  still 

To  drowning  men  at  sea. 

And  some  of  them   I'll  build  apart 
By  stealth  when  none  are  by. 

Known  only  to  one  human  heart. 
And  God's  all-seeing  eye. 

And  I'll  provide  me  bags  of  gold, 

And  lend  them  out  on  trust : 
Treasures  that  wax  not  dim  or  old. 

Safe  from  all  moth  and  rust. 
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So  when  my  little  life  is  o'er, 

And  God  shall  say  to  me, 
"  This  night  I  claim  thy  soul  once  more, 

Then  whose  shall  these  things  be?  " 

I  can  make  answer  without  fear, 
"  Lord,  they  are  Thine  alone; 

For  Christ's  dear  sake  I  used  them  here, 
And  gave  Thee  back  Thine  own." 

Wherefore,   as  Saint   Augustine   spake 

To  Christian  men  of  old, 
God's  children  need  not  to  forsake 

Their  silver  or  their  gold. 

Only  to  "  change  their  resting-place," 

And  by  kind  deeds  of  love 
Prepare   themselves,    by    His   good   grace, 

A  treasure-house  above. 


Reflected  £idi)t 


"  Let  your  light  so  shine  before  meti,  that  they 
tnay  see  your  good  works,  and  glorify  your  Father 
which  is  in  Heaven." 

'Tis  only  a  borrowed  light,  dear  Lord, 

That  can  ever  shine  in  me ; 
Thou  art  the  Giver  of  life  and  light, 

And  our  radiance  comes  from  Thee. 

Thou  art  our  great,  our  glorious  Sun, 
And  our  Bright  and  Morning  Star ; 

Whilst  we,  like  planets,  absorb  Thy  rays, 
And  reflect  them  from  afar. 

Some  saints  resemble  the  mountain-peaks, 

So  near  to  Heaven  they  rise. 
They  shine  in  the  golden  sunset  light, 

Till  they  almost  touch  the  skies. 
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And  others  are  found  in  lowly  spheres, 

Like  jewels  of  priceless  worth, 
That  Nature  moulds  in  her  secret  mines. 

And  fashions  beneath  the  earth. 

But    mark !    when    the   sunset    glow    is    passed 
From  the  mountain's  snow-capped  head, 

It  stands,  a  pale,  cold  image  of  death, 
With  its  lig'ht  and  glory  fled. 

And  leave  the  diamond  imbedded  still 

Deep  down  in  its  rocky  mine ; 
Apart  from  the  sun's  refulgent  rays. 

It  can  never  hope  to  shine. 

Look  at  the  mighty,  the  boundless  sea, 

When  the  sun  is  at  its  height, 
It  lies  like  a  lake  of  glittering  gold 

In  the  blaze  of  noonday  light. 

And  look  at  that  tiny  drop  of  dew, 

It  might  be  a  gem  most  rare  ; 
A  miniature  rainbow  dropped  from  heav'n 

Has  been  imprisoned  there. 
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For  small  and  great,  the  lofty  and  low, 

All  in  their  several  ways, 
Receive  and  reflect  God's  gift  of  light. 

And  show  forth  the  Giver's  praise. 

I  stood  one  day  'neath  the  vaulted  roof 

Of  a  vast  cathedral  pile, 
Just  where  the  transept  arches  meet. 

And  blend  with  the  lofty  aisle ; 

And  there,   at  my  feet,  was  a  pictured  scroll. 

In  purple  and  gold  and  red, 
The  blended  hues  that  had  floated  down 

From  the  window  overhead. 

But  the  glass  itself  was  dead  and  cold  ; 

'Twas  the  sunlight  shining  through 
That  traced  that  pattern,  so  fair  and  sweet, 

In  flickering  gold  and  blue. 

And  so  may  it  be  with  me,  dear  Lord  ; 

May  I  let  my  light  so  shine 
That  my  good  works  may  be  seen  of  men. 

But  the  glory  all  be  Thine. 


Wearp 

"  Who  is  among  you  that  feareth  the  Lord,  that 
obeyeth  the  voice  of  His  servant,  that  walketh  in 
darkness  and  hath  no  light?  Let  him  trust  in  the 
name  of  the  Lord,  and  stay  upon  his  God." 

I  am  weak  and  very  weary, 

But  I  love  my  Father  still, 
And  though  I  walk  in  darkness, 

Yet  I  strive  to  do  His  will ; 
I  strive  to  still  the  longings 

Of  this  poor  rebellious  heart, 
And,  all  thing;s  else  forsaking. 

To  choose  the  better  part. 

I  strive  to  hush  the  echoes 

Of  the  dead,  departed  years, 
Voices  that  I  loved  and  trusted, 

Ever  ringing  in  my  ears  ; 
Visions  that  too  quickly  faded, 

Hopes  that  ne'er  can  live  again, 
Joys  that  like  a  meteor  vanished 

In  a  vivid  track  of  pain. 
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But  still  those  haunting  memories 

Are  weighing  on  my  heart, 
And,  like  the  evening's  shadows, 

Will  never  quite  depart ; 
Never  until  the  dawning 

Of  a  better  morn  on  high. 
When  God's  eternal  sunshine 

Shall  greet  my  longing  eye. 

Then  shall  I  solve  the  mystery 

Of  many  a  bitter  tear. 
And  learn  the  simple  meaning 

Of  all  my  trials  here  ; 
Then  shall  I  know  /ma  needful 

Was  every  painful  hour, 
That  helped  to  break  sin's  fetters, 

And  free  me  from  its  power. 

But  till  that  glad  awaking, 

The  darkness  must  endure, 
Cheered  only  by  the  promise 

That  makes  the  end  so  sure  : 
Till  then  in  trembling  weakness 

The  battle  must  be  fought. 
Yet  every  step's  a  vict'ry, 

However  dearly  bought. 
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And   should   I   sometimes   murmur 

That  my  sun  went  down  at  noon, 
I  shall  hear  the  cry  at  midnight  — 

The  Bridegroom  cometh  soon  ; 
And  His  reward  is  with  Him, 

For  thee  and  all  beside, 
Who  in  the  hour  of  trial 

Have  conquered  at   His  side. 

What  matters  then  the  darkness, 

So  there  be  light  within? 
I  can  live  without  the  sunshine, 

But  I  cannot  live  in  sin  ; 
1  can  trust  Him  for  the  future, 

Though  the  Way  be  hid  from  me. 
Resting  on  the  old,  old  promise, 

"  As  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be." 

And  life  has  many  a  duty 

Left  for  me  still  to  do, 
Perhaps  some  holy  friendships 

To  help  and  cheer  me  too ; 
And  in  such  loving  converse 

The  bitterness  will  cease. 
That  sometimes  robs  my  spirit 

Of  the  blessing  of  God's  peace. 


Weary 


What  then?      Thougli  life  be  lonely, 

My  Father  wills  it  so, 
And   His  abiding   presence 

Goes  with  me  where  I  go ; 
The  foes  that  would  assail  me 

Can  never  work  me  harm, 
So  long  as  He  sustains  me, 

And  I  lean  upon  His  arm. 

The  world's  vain  pomp  and  glory 

Have  no  more  charms  for  me, 
My  treasure  is  in  Heaven, 

Where  my  spirit  fain  would  be : 
In  the  House  of  many  Mansions, 

With  my  Saviour  ever  blest, 
"  Where  the  wicked  cease  froin  troubling-, 

And  the  zvcary  are  at  rest." 


there's  no  ?oa  aboue 


'Twas  a  summer's  morn,  yet  never  a  ray 
Of  sunshine  gladdened  our  hearts  that  day, 
For  a  dense  mist  lay  over  land  and  sea. 
Enveloping  all  in  mystery. 

Yet  our  ship  was  going  fast  ahead, 
Too  fast  for  safety,  the  wise  ones  said  ; 
And  one  cried  out  to  a  sailor,  "  Take  heed. 
Were  it  not  better  to  go  half-speed? 

"  There  are  rocks  ahead,  there  are  quicksands 

And  many  a  ship  lies  moored  hard  by." 
But  the  sailor  made  answer,  "  Never  fear. 
There' s  no  jog  above,  it  is  only  here. 

"  Our  skipper's  aloft,  and  up  there  on  high 

He  can  see  much  farther  than  you  or  I  ; 

And    he's    just     signalled     down,     '  All     clear 

ahead !  ' 
So  we  know  it's  all  right!  "  the  sailor  said. 
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At  once  I  thought  what  a  lesson  for  me ! 
When  the  dense  mists  gather  o'er  Life's  dark 

sea, 
And  I  tremble  to  think  of  the  rocks  ahead, 
I'll  remember  the  words  that  sailor  said. 

For  I  know  that  fuv  Captain  keeps  watch  above, 
Directing  my  course  in  His  tender  love, 
And  if  only  He  tells  me  the  way  is  clear, 
I'll  steer  through  the  darkness  and  never  fear! 


CDe  €l(Ier  Brotber 


"  Son,  ihon  art  ever  ivit]i  me,  and  all  that  I  have 
is  thine." 

How  tenderly  and  wisely 

God  deals  with  rebellious  man  ! 
He  pities  all  our  failings, 

As  only  a  father  can. 
He  knows  the  inmost  secrets 

Of  our  poor  deceitful  hearts, 
He  sees  our  utter  weakness, 

And  His  promised  strength  imparts. 

He  measures  the  temptations 

Of  every  human  soul, 
And  weighs  the  mingled  motives 

That  influence  and  control. 
And  He  judges,  oh,  so  kindly. 

And  bids  not  one  depart. 
Except  the  unbeliever 

With  the  seared  and  hardened  heart. 
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The  prodigal  may  wander 

Through  Htc's  long  summer  days, 
Far  from  the  path  of  safety, 

In  sin's  deceitful  ways: 
Yet  still  the  loving  Father 

Is  keeping  His  child  in  sight ; 
Through  sunshine  and  through  shadov 

He  follows  him  day  and  night,— 

Follows  until  He  linds  him, 

So  wearied  and  sad  at  last, 
Sick  to  death  with  wand'ring, 

And  sated  with  pleasures  past. 
And,  when  thus  lost  and  helpless, 

Of  every  hope  bereft, 
He  turns  his  faltering  footsteps 

To  the  home  that  he  had  left. 

The  Father  sees  him  coming, 

And  knows  what  his  sorrows  are, 
And  runs  with  joy  to  meet  him. 

And  welcome  him  from  afar. 
Never  a  word  of  censure, 

Not  even  a  look  of  blame, 
The  Father's  arms  are  open, 

And  His  heart  is  still  the  same. 
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"  Bring  forth  my  robe  of  honour, 

And  bring  forth  my  golden  ring, 
The  fatted  calf  bring  hither, 

Eat,  drink,  be  merry  and  sing  ; 
For  this  my  son  is  weary. 

And  his  heart  is  full  of  pain  ; 
He  was  dead,  but  now  is  living. 

Was  lost,  but  is  found  again." 

Seems  it  strange  to  the  brother. 

Who  since  his  earliest  days 
Has  striven  in  meek  obedience 

To  walk  in  his  Father's  ways, — 
Who  all  his  life  has  listened 

And  longed  for  his  Father's  voice, 
And  yet  ne'er  heard  those  accents, 

Bidding  ///>;?  thus  rejoice, — 

Seems  it  strange  that  this  other, 

Who  had  gone  so  far  astray. 
And  wasted  all  his  substance 

On  idols  of  wood  and  clay, 
When  all  things  else  had  failed  him. 

And  pleasure  began  to  cloy, 
Should  be  welcomed  back  with  music, 

And  shouts  of  exulting  joy? 
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But  the  Father  heard  his  murmur, 

And  noted  his  clouded  brow  ; 
Gently  He  draws  towards  him, 

And  hark  !   He  is  speaking  now. 
Nev'er  did  words  more  gracious 

Come  forth  from  those  lips  Divine 
"  Son,  thou  art  ever  with  me. 

And  all  that  I  have  is  thine." 

All  the  infinite  blessing 

Of  a  past  devoid  of  shame ; 
All  the  sweet  communion 

That  a  first-born  son  may  claim. 
The  peace,  so  pure  and  perfect. 

Of  a  consecrated  life ; 
The  rest  that  waits  the  victor 

Who  has  conquered  in  the  strife. 


A  in  I  that  eld  a'  brother? 

Does   my  heart   within    me   inirn 
When  angels  are  rejoicing 

O'er  some  prodigal's  return? 
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Shame  on  my  fallen  nature, 
That  can  act  so  base  a  part, 

As  to  grudge  one  note  of  welcome 
To  the  poor,  repentant  heart ! 

He  needs  that  welcome  surely. 

For  that  first  joy  may  not  last, 
When  presently  he  ponders 

O'er  the  sad  and  shameful  past. 
He  needs  the  robe  of  honour 

And  the  ring  of  purest  gold. 
As  pledges  of  forgiveness 

For  those  sinful  days  of  old. 

Whilst  I  !— O  Father,  pity 

And  pardon  Thine  erring  child, 

Nor  let  me  be  from  henceforth 
By  envious  thoughts  defiled. 

How  can  I  ever  murmur, 

Whilst  I  hear  those  words  Divine 
Son,  thou  art  ever  with  me. 
And  all  that  I  ha\e  is  thine  "? 


Che  Door  was  Shut 


Outside!  in  the  cold,  dark,  pitiless  night. 
Without  one  gleam  of  God's  life-giving  light! 
Who  are  these  sad  ones  who  weep  at  the  door, 
That  is  closed  against  them  for  evermore? 

No  hard-hearted  children  of  guilt  are  they  ; 
They  seemed  to  be  treading  the  narrow  way. 
To  be  listening  oft  for  the  Master's  call ; — 
How  come  they  standing  here,  lost,  after  all? 

Alas,  poor  maidens  !  they  slumbered  and  slept 
When  a  keener  vigil  they  should  have  kept ; 
And  only  awaked  when  the  midnight  cry 
Rang  through  the  darkness,  "  The  Bridegroom 
is  nigh  !  " 

Ah,  then  there  was  weeping  and  bitter  woe. 
For  the  lights  in  their  hands  were  burning  low  ; 
No  oil  had  they  brought  to  renew  the  flame. 
And    their    lamps    went    out,    to    their    endless 
shame. 
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Small  cause  it  might  seem  for  so  sad  a  fate, 
To  be  lost  so  close  to  the  mercy-gate, 
Like  mariners  nearing  their  native  strand. 
Who  are  wrecked  at  last  within  sight  of  land. 


But   was    this    the    cause?    was    there    nothing 

except 
That   for  one   short   hour  they   slumbered   and 

slept? 
Surely  'twas  something  far  graver  than  this 
That  robbed  them  for  ever  of  life  and  bliss  ! 


Their  lamps  had  gone  out !     Had  their  feeble 

light 
Ever  been  kindled  or  nourished  aright? 
Had  they  ever  once   sought  God's   pardoning 

grace, 
Or  longed  for  the  sight  of  their  Saviour's  face? 

Ah  no !  their  profession  was  false  and  vain ; 
They  grieved  God's  Spirit  again  and  again  ; 
They  trusted  in  self,  till  they  found  at  last 
The  time  for  repentance  and  grace  was  past. 


8o  The    Door    was    Shut 


No  oil  in  their  lamps,  no  grace  in  their  hearts, 
Bereft  of  the  blessings  which  Jesus  imparts  ; 
Alas  !  for  the  virgins  who  came  too  late, 
And  pleaded  in  vain  at  the  mercy-gate. 


**\  am  come  dou^n  to  deliver 
tbem  '* 

A   CHRISTMAS    HYMN. 

"  I  heard  their  groaning  by  the  river's  side, 
When  in  the  anguish  of  their  souls  they  cried 
And  called  on  Me,  their  Father  and  their  God, 
To  shield  them  from  the  stern  oppressor's  rod." 

"  How  can  we  live  and  labour  on?  "  they  ask, 
"  Fulfilling  every  one  his  daily  task. 
Whilst  helpless  and  bereft  of  hope  we  feel, 
Ground  down  beneath  the  tyrant's  iron  heel?  " 

"  Go,  tell  My  people  that  their  help  is  near; 
The  great  '  I  Am,'  the  Lord  of  Hosts,  is  here; 
'  I  know  their  sorrows,'  I  have  seen  their  grief. 
And  I  am  come  to  bring  them  sure  relief. 

"  I  come  to  break  their  bonds,   and  set  them 

free 
From  the  degrading  yoke  of  slavery : 
I  come  to  shake  proud  Pharaoh  on  his  throne. 
And  make  My  power  in  heaven  and  earth  be 

known. 
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"  Go,  tell  that  tyrant  that  the  Hebrews'  God 
Stands  waiting  with  uplifted  hand  and  rod, 
Ready  to  crush  him  with  avenging  blow, 
If  he  refuse  to  let  My  people  go." 

So  spake  the  Lord — so  speaks  He  to  this  hour 
To  those  who,  captive  held  by  Satan's  power, 
Lie  groaning  in  their  bonds,  the  slaves  of  sin — 
Unable  pardon  for  themselves  to  win. 

And  still  as  in  that  day  His  people's  cry 

Is   heard    and    answered   from    His    throne   on 

high : 
"  '  I    know   their   sorrows,'    I   have   seen   their 

grief, 
And  I  am  come  to  bring  them  sure  relief. 

"  Come  to  deliver  them  from  sin  and  ill, 
To  set  them  free,  to  know  and  do  My  will  ; 
To  wrest  the  sceptre  from  their  deadly  foe, 
And  bid  the  arch-fiend  '  let  My  people  go.'  " 

Oh,  children  of  the  living  God,  behold 
A  greater  wonder  than  in  days  of  old  ! 
The  Lord  Himself  is  born  a  man  to-day, 
The  Christ  is  come  to  take  our  sins  away. 
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Come  to  restore  us  to  our  lost  estate, 
And  strengthen  us  to  bear  the  weary  weight 
And  burden  of  life's  day ;  and  on  our  night 
Of  doubt  and  darkness  shed  His  glorious  light. 

Come  to  throw  open  wide  the  gate  of  heaven, 
And  show  God's  tender  love  to  souls  forgiven  ; 
Come  to  declare  to  us  the  Father's  will, 
And  give  us  power  to  be  His  children  still. 

Oh,  wondrous  grace!  oh,  love,  how  deep  and 

great, 
That  stooped  to  help  us  in  our  ruined  state ! 
What  can   we   give   to   Him?      What   offering 

bring 
On  this  the  birthday  of  our  God  and  King? 

Only    ourselves!    our    souls,     our    hearts,     our 

minds, 
All  that  we  have  and  are,  all  that  love  finds 
To  do  or  suffer  for  Thy  sake— shall  be. 
Henceforth,  dear  Lord,  our  sacrifice  to  Thee. 


Cbe  €gpptian$  vohom  pe  baoe 
seen  to  dap  pe  sftall  see  tbeiii 
again  no  more  tor  coer/' 

A    HYMN    FOR    EASTER    DAY. 

"  Why  stand  ye  faint  and  trembling, 

Ye  children  of  the  Lord? 
What  means  this  vain  dissembling, 

This  shrinking  from  His  W^ord? 
The  Red  Sea  lies  before  you. 

And  ye  must  breast  its  wave, 
But  He  who  watches  o'er  you 

Is  ever  near  to  save. 

"  See!  in  the  vault  of  heaven 

The  pillar  of  His  grace  ; 
The  symbol  He  hath  given 

To  go  before  your  face : 
It  stands  serene  and  solemn, 

And  points  your  onward  way. 
At  night  a  fiery  column, 

A  bank  of  cloud  by  day. 
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"  Nearer  and  ever  nearer 

Your  foes  are  stealing  round, 
While  clearer  and  yet  clearer 

Their  angry  cries  resound. 
Fear  not  their  indignation  ! 

'  Stand  still  and  ye  shall  see 
How  wondrous  the  salvation 

Of  God  your  King  shall  be. ' 

"  He  shall  break  down  the  power 

Of  Egypt's  proud  array, 
And  in  one  short-lived  hour 

Shall  sweep  them  all  away. 
Struck  down  like  helpless  cattle, 

Their  arrogance  shall  cease  ; 
'  The  Lord  shall  fight  your  battle, 

And  ye  shall  hold  your  peace.'  " 

And  so  it  was.     At  midnight 

The  people  crossed  the  sea. 
And  ere  the  dawn  of  daylight, 

God's  chosen  race  was  free. 
But  wrapt  in  deepest  slumber, 

Never  to  waken  more. 
The  Egyptians  without  number 

Lay  dead  upon  the  shore. 
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Christians  !  ye  too  are  standing 

Beside  a  dark,  deep  sea, 
Ye  know  not  what  the  landing 

On  yonder  shore  may  be. 
Your  foes  are  fast  assembling. 

Closer  on  every  side, 
And  ye,  alone  and  trembling, 

Must  cross  that  unknown  tide. 

No  !  not  alone  nor  friendless, 

For  One  there  is  above 
Whose  sympathy  is  endless, 

Whose  very  name  is  Love. 
And  Jesus  went  before  you 

Across  that  pathless  wave. 
And  still  He  watches  o'er  you. 

Strong  as  of  old  to  save. 

He  is  your  God  for  ever, 

Your  Leader  and  your  Guide, 
And  when  you  cross  that  river. 

He  will  be  at  your  side. 
He  is  your  sure  salvation 

'Gainst  Satan,  death,  and  sin 
"  There  is  no  condemnation 

To  them  which  are  in  Him." 
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The  fears  that  now  oppress  you 

Shall  never  haunt  you  more, 
Shall  never  more  distress  you, 

When  once  you  reach  that  shore. 
Earth's  short  dark  night  of  sorrow 

Shall  pass  for  aye  away. 
Lost  in  the  glad  to-morrow 

Of  heaven's  eternal  day. 

//  s/iall  he  so.     The  hour 

That  calls  your  spirit  hence 
Shall  witness  to  the  power 

Of  Christ's  most  sure  defence. 
Faith's  triumph  shall  be  glorious. 

And  ye  shall  shout  and  sing, 
"  Grave,  thou  art  not  victorious! 

Death,  thou  hast  no  more  sting!  " 


ye  baue  not  passed  rbis  loap 
Dcrctofore/' 


A    NEW    YEAR  S    HYMN. 

After  long  years  of  wand'ring, 

The  Israelitish  band 
Were  standing  on  the  confines 

Of  Canaan's  promised  land. 
They  were  waiting  to  march  onward 

Till  the  Lord's  command  was  heard, 
And  the  listening  waters  parted 

In  obedience  to  His  word. 

What  must  have  been  their  feelings, 

As  they  stood  there  thus  at  last ; 
Looking  forward  to  the  future, 

And  backward  on  the  past. 
The  desert  safely  traversed, 

The  long,  long  exile  o'er. 
And  all  their  false  forebodings 

Silenced  for  evermore? 
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Surely  their  hearts  were  bursting 

With  the  thought  of  how  God's  love, 
Through  all  those  years  of  wand'ring, 

Had  led  them  from  above ; 
Had  shielded  them  from  evil, 

Had  fed  them  day  by  day, 
And  cheered  them  by  His  presence 

In  all  their  weary  way. 

Surely  their  thoughts  were  busy 

With  mem'ries  of  the  past, 
The  long  array  of  mercies, 

So  clearly  seen  at  last. 
Now  was  the  time  to  praise  Him 

For  all  that  He  had  done. 
For  every  peril  vanquished. 

For  every  victory  won. 

But  ah  !  they  were  so  faithless, 

The  love  of  all  those  years 
Would  be,  alas  !  forgotten 

In  the  pressure  of  fresh  fears  ; 
The  future  lay  before  them, 

With  mystic  terrors  veiled. 
And  fraught  with  unknown  dangers. 

From  which  their  spirits  quailed  ; 


CJO 


"  Ye  have  not  passed  this  %vay 


But  the  angel  of  God's  presence 

Sustained  and  cheered  them  still, 
And  led  them  on  in  safety 

To  Zion's  holy  hill. 
The  unknown  path  was  brightened 

By  a  radiance  from  on  high  ; 
And  Jordan's  stream  stood  spell-bound, 

While  Israel's  host  passed  by. 


Read  we  aright  the  lesson 

This  Scripture  would   unfold? 
'Twas  written  for  our  learning 

By  God's  own  hand  of  old. 
Oh,  let  us  mark  its  meaning, 

As  we  stand  expectant  here, 
Waiting  upon  the  threshold 

Of  another  unknown  year. 

We  too  are  God's  own  people, 
The  children  of  His  love ; 

Redeemed  by  His  free  favour. 
And  "  new-born  from  above." 
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We  too  have  been  encompassed, 
Since  childhood's  earliest  days, 

With  miracles  of  mercy 

That  claim  our  ceaseless  praise. 

Yet  we  too  are  so  faithless. 

So  full  of  anxious  care, 
Forgetting  that  God's  presence 

Goes  with  us  everywhere ; 
We  tremble  at  the  future. 

And  shrink  from  the  unknown, 
As  though  our  God  would  leave  us 

To  take  one  step  alone. 

Though  "  heretofore,"  like  Israel, 

"  We  have  not  passed  this  way," 
Bright  rays  from  heaven  are  shining 

Upon  our  path  to-day. 
To-morrow  lies  in  shadow. 

Yet  let  what  will  betide, 
Our  Joshua  stands  beside  us, 

And  He  will  be  our  guide. 

And  if  in  this  year's  journey 
We  reach  the  river's  brink. 

His  love  can  make  the  crossing 
Far  easier  than  we  think. 
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The  heavenly  land,  oitr  Canaan, 
Lies  on  the  farther  shore. 

The  end  of  all  our  wanderings, 
Our  home  for  evermore. 

Then  let  us  trust  God  wholly. 

And  read  our  lesson  thus, 
That  as  He  was  with  Israel 

So  will  He  be  with  us. 
As  "  heretofore  "  His  presence 

Has  led  us  through  the  past. 
So  shall  it  go  before  us 

As  long  as  life  shall  last. 


Cbe  Desert  floioer 

"  O  all  ye  green  thiiigs  upon  the  eartli,  bless  ye 
the  Lord,  praise  Him  and  magnify  Him  for  ever." 

A  weary  pilgrim  once  was  lying 

On  the  hot  and  burning  sand  ; 
Faint  and  weak  and  almost  dying, 

In  a  far-off  desert  land. 

Sun  and  wind  alike  assailed  him 

As  he  lay  unsheltered  there ; 
Faith  and  heart  had  well-nigh  failed  him, 

Hope  was  changing  to  despair. 

'Twas  sad  indeed  to  die  thus  lonely, 

None  to  watch  beside  his  bed ; 
Oh,  for  a  friend  to  whisper  only, 

"  /  will  weep  when  thou  art  dead." 

vSo  thought  the  pilgrim  in  that  hour ; 

But  a  friend  there  zvas  at  hand  : 
Turning,  he  saw  a  little  flower, 

Almost  buried  in  the  sand. 
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He  saw,  and  thus  he  owned  its  power : 
"  Thanks  be  to  God,  whose  tender  love 

Hath  sent  thee  here,  thou  precious  flower. 
With  thy  message  from  above. 

"  I  seem  to  hear  thy  gentle  greeting, 
'  Child  of  God  !  dost  ihou  despair. 

Whilst  I,  who  am  so  frail  and  fleeting. 
Yet  enjoy  His  loving  care?  ' 

"  Courage,  my  soul!  be  no  more  weary: 
Thou  hast  nothing  left  to  fear ; 

For  e'en  the  desert  is  not  dreary, 
Now  I  know  my  God  is  near." 


£cr  not  pour  fteart  be  troubled 

Poor  troubled  heart,  so  full  of  grief  and  pain, 

Oh,  come  to  Me, 
And  I,  out  of  iMy  fulness,  will  bestow 

Fresh  strength  on  thee, 
Till  thou  shalt  learn,  poor  heart,  to  trust 

Me  perfectly. 

Why  art  thou  troubled  thus?  This  world  indeed 

Is  full  of  care; 
The  deadly  fruits  of  sin  are  seen  around 

And  everywhere. 
And  e'en  God's  holiest  ones,  whilst  lingering 

Have  much  to  bear.  [here, 

But  sorrow  not,  as  those  that  have  no  hope; 

The  time  draws  near 
When  ye  shall  cease  to  see  Me  for  awhile, 

But  have  no  fear ; 
Not  even  death  itself  can  part  Me  from 

My  loved  ones  here. 
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I  go  before  you  to  the  Home  above, 

To  wait  you  there, 
And  'midst  the  many  mansions  of  God's  house 

Your  place  prepare. 
That  by  and  by  where  I  am  ye  may  be. 

My  joy  to  share. 

Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled.     Ye  believe 

In  God,  believe 
In  Me.      Have  I  not  told  you,  and  my  Word 

Can  ne'er  deceive, 
I  go  away,  but  I  will  come  again  ; 

Then  wherefore  grieve? 

Oh,  come  to  Me,  poor,  anxious,  troubled  heart, 

And  whatsoe'er 
Your  grief  may  be,  remember  that  I  came 

That  grief  to  share, 
That  you  might  bring  your  burden  to  My  cross, 

And  leave  it  there. 


**  If  PC  tben  be  risen  u)itl)  Cbrist, 
seek  ibose  tbinas  u)l)icD  are 
abooe/' 

AN    EASTER    THOUGHT. 

O  Saviour  of  our  guilty  race, 

Look  down  from  heaven,  Thy  dwelling-place. 

And  see  us  at  Thy  feet ; 
And  give  us  grace  to  sing  Thy  praise, 
This  day  above  all  other  days, 

In  accents  clear  and  sweet. 

Dear  Lord,  what  didst  Thou  see  in  us, 
That  Thou  didst  stoop  from  glory  thus 

To  rescue  us  from  sin  ; 
To  wash  us  in  the  cleansing  flood 
Of  Thine  atoning  precious  blood. 

And  make  us  pure  within? 

Thou  didst  Thy  Father's  throne  forego. 
And  lived  with  man  as  man  below. 

To  raise  us  from  the  dust : 
Thou  didst  the  pains  of  death  endure. 
That  all  might  find  salvation  sure, 

Who  on  Thy  word  do  trust. 

97  G 


gS    "  If  ye  then  he  Risen  with  Christ 


Thou  didst  not  shun  the  sinner's  doom, 
But  lay  as  fjian  witliin  the  tomb, 

Buried  beneath  the  sod  ; 
Till,  breaking  all  Thy  bonds  away, 
Thou  on  the  primal  Easter  Day 

Didst  rise  again  as  God. 

Thus  death  was  vanquished  in  that  hour : 
Thou,  by  Thine  own  inherent  power, 

Didst  triumph  in  the  strife ; 
And,  spite  of  Satan's  deadly  hate. 
Didst  open  unto  us  the  gate 

Of  everlasting  life. 

Yes  !  on  that  day  the  heavenward  way. 
Thrown  open  wide,  before  us  lay, 

That  all  might  enter  in  ; 
Tiiat  all  might  have  the  power  to  rise 
From  sin  and  death,  and  claim  the  prize 

Which  Thou  for  us  didst  win. 

O  Saviour,  can  it  really  be 

That  we  ?nav  rise  and  live  with  Thee, 

And  share  Thy  Father's  love? 
Then  let  us  all  things  else  forego 
That  help  to  chain  our  hearts  below. 

And  seek  the  things  above. 
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"  Yes!  ransomed  ones,"  we  hear  Thee  say, 
Begin  your  Risen  Life  to-day, 

The  past  is  all  forgiven  ; 
Henceforth  in  robes  of  stainless  white. 
Walk  as  the  children  of  the  light. 

And  make  this  earth  a  heaven." 


j|$cen$ion  Dap 

"  Why  stand  ye  gazing  up  into  Heaven?  " 

Why  stand  ye  gazing  up  on  high, 
With  trembling  lip  and  tearful  eye? 
What  think  ye  in  that  cloud  to  see, 
Fishermen  of  Galilee? 

He  whom  ye  seek  with  longing  eyes, 
Hath  risen  far  beyond  the  skies ; 
Christ  the  bonds  of  Earth  hath  riven. 
And  gone  before  you  into  Heaven. 

This  self-same  Jesus  whom  yon  cloud 
Hath  hidden  in  her  misty  shroud, 
Shall  in  like  manner  come  again. 
With  saints  and  angels  in  His  train. 

He  whom  unbelievers  slew, 

Jesus,  crucified  for  you, 

Who  died  the  death  of  shame  and  pain, 

Ye  shall  see  Him  once  again. 
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But  stand  no  longer  idle  now ; 
The  Saviour's  cross  is  on  your  brow, 
A  charge  is  given  to  each  of  you, 
Each  has  a  mighty  work  to  do. 

Go  your  ways,  elect  eleven. 
Chosen  messengers  of  Heaven, 
Preach  the  word  to  every  nation. 
Tell  the  tidings  of  Salvation. 

Fight  the  battles  of  your  Lord, 
Gird  on  His  sin-subduing  sword; 
Be  strong  in  faith  and  strong  in  love. 
We  all  are  watching  from  above. 

Press  ever  onwards  in  your  course. 
Champions  of  the  Saviour's  cross. 
We  watch  your  strife  with  self  and  sin. 
We  guard  the  crowns  that  you  shall  win. 

What  though  the  way  be  sometimes  dreary? 
Let  not  your  hearts  grow  faint  or  weary ; 
Think  of  the  mansions  of  the  blest. 
Prepared  for  your  eternal  rest. 
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Think  of  the  Resurrection  Day, 
When  Earth  itself  shall  pass  away, 
When  life's  long  labour  shall  be  past, 
And  God's  own  haven  won  at  last. 

Then  with  your  Saviour,  Christ,  in  Heaven, 
Ye  too  shall  reign,  elect  eleven; 
Enthroned  in  glory  shall  ye  be, 
Fishermen  of  Galilee! 


**Cl)c  Wind  Bloioetl)  u)l)ere  It 
£i$ieiD  *' 

A    HY.MX    FOR    WHITSUNTIDE. 

Listen  !  we  know  it  well,  that  welcome  sound, 
That  sudden  quivering  in  the  trees  around  ; 
'Tis  nature's  warning  of  the  coming  shower, 
That    freshens    with    new    life    each    leaf    and 
flower. 

And  once  there  was  a  sound  akin  to  this, 
The  harbinger  of  light  and  life  and  bliss, 
The  sound  as  of  a  rushing  mighty  wind 
Proclaimed  the  Spirit's  coming  to  mankind. 

In  cloven  tongues  of  fire,  the  Holy  Ghost 

Descended  on  that  day  of  Pentecost, 

.A.nd    miracles    were    wrought    that    self-same 

hour. 
That  witnessed  to  His  Godhead  and  His  power. 
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Wonders,  that  made  the  heathen  nations  own 
The  God  of  Israel  was  the  Lord  alone, 
Till  one  by  one  the  kingdoms  of  the  earth 
Woke  to  the  new  and  spiritual  birth. 

And  is  the  Father's  promise  still  the  same? 
May  we  poor  sinners  still  this  blessing  claim? 
Hear  what  the  Saviour  saith — His  words  are 

true :  — 
"  Ask  luliat  ye  will,  it  shall  be  given  to  you." 

"  If  ye  who,  being  evil,  yet  do  know 

How  on  your  children  good  gifts  to  bestow, 

How  much  more  shall  not  He,  whose  name  is 

Love, 
Give  them  that  ask  His  .Spirit  from  above?  " 

He  comes  not  now  in  flaming  tongues  of  fire, 
But  none  the  less  He  does  our  souls  inspire, 
And  quickens  with  fresh  life  our  fainting  hearts. 
Whilst    light    and    strength    and    comfort    He 
imparts. 

Then   we,    to   whom    such    glorious    hopes   are 

given. 
We  who  are  sons  of  God,  and  heirs  of  Heaven, 
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Will  come  into  His  courts  this  Whitsun  Day, 
And  falling  on  our  knees  will  humbly  pray:  — 

"  O  Clod,  who  at  this  time  of  Pentecost 
Didst  send   to   faithful   men   Thy    Holy   (Ihost, 
Grant  unto  us  that  by  the  self-same  Spirit 
The  fulness  of  Thy  grace  we  may  inherit. 

Grant  us  true  judgment  to  discern  the  right. 
And  walk  from  henceforth  in  His  perfect  light. 
To  hear  the  warnings  of  His  pleading  voice, 
And  in  His  holy  comfort  to  rejoice. 

And  this  we  ask  for  Christ  our  Saviour's  merit. 
Who  with  the  Father  and  the  Holy  Spirit, 
The  Triune  God  whom  heaven  and  earth  adore, 
Liveth  and  reigneth  now  and  evermore. 

Amen. 


ir  tbou  Kncwcsl 


Whv  turn  away  with  lowering  brow? 
Listen,  poor  sinner,  listen  now. 
The  hours  are  fleeting  fast  away. 
Oh,  make  thy  peace  with  God  to-day. 

Didst  thou  but  know  the  patient  love 
That  waits  and  watches  from  above, 
Longing  to  bless  thee  with  His  peace, 
And  bid  thine  anxious  terrors  cease : 

Didst  thou  but  know  the  gift  of  God, 
And  Who  it  was  that  meekly  trod 
The  path  of  sorrow  for  thy  sake. 
That  thou  might'st  of  His  joy  partake: 

Surely  thou  would'st  not  say  Him  nay. 
Nor  turn  with  scornful  pride  away. 
But  cling  more  closely  to  His  side, 
Who  once  for  thee  was  crucified. 
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Hear  what  the  Saviour  saith  lo  thee : 

Oh,  come,  poor  shiner,  come  to  Me; 
Nothing-  but  lo\e,  and  love  divine. 
Can  ever  fill  that  heart  of  thine. 

"  I  made  thee  for  Myself  alone, 
Rescued,  redeemed  thee  for  Mine  own  ; 
Restless  thou  art,  shalt  restless  be^ 
Until  thy  soul  finds  rest  in  Me. 

"  Let  the  world  flatter  as  it  will, 

Its  streams  will  leave  thee  thirsting  still ; 

But  this,  the  water  that  I  give. 

Shall  bid  thy  fainting  spirit  live. 

'■  Poor  thirsting  one,  I  know  thy  need; 
Without  Me  thou  art  poor  indeed. 
But  this  pure  draught  will  ease  thy  pain  ; 
Drink,  and  thou  ne'er  shalt  thirst  again. 

"  Think  not  that  I  would  steal  away 
One  blessing  from  thy  lot  to-day  ; 
Nay !  I  would  hallow  evermore 
All  that  has  made  life  sweet  before. 
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"  The  joys  that  have  been  thine  of  old 
I'll  multiply  a  thousand-fold; 
Ennobling'  with  di\iner  worth 
The  poor  and  transient  things  of  earth. 

"  Then  come,  poor  sinner,  come  to  Me, 
Take  the  free  gift  I  offer  thee ; 
Come  with  thy  load  of  guilt  and  care, 
And  let  Me  all  thy  burden  share. 

But  linger  not;  the  hour  will  come 
When  e'en  My  pleading  lips  are  dumb ; 
The  day  of  grace  will  soon  be  past, 
The  day  of  wrath  is  coming  fast. 

Then  weeping  thou  shalt  hear  Me  say, 
'  If  thou  Iiadst  known,  in  this  thy  day. 
The  things  belonging  to  thy  peace,' 
But  now,  alas  !  all  hope  must  cease. 

"  Thy  cries  for  mercy  come  too  late. 
Thyself  hath  fixed  thy  final  fate  : 
The  throne,  the  crown,  the  heavenly  prize. 
Are  hid  for  ever  from  thine  eyes." 


''Cmainip  l  will  be  iDltl) 
thee '' 

Never,  never  so  near 

As  in  the  time  of  tribulation  : 
When  men's  hearts  faint  for  fear, 

God  is  our  help,  our  sure  salvation. 

Never,  never  so  true 

As  when  all  else  seems  false  and  vain  : 
When  human  friends  are  few, 

Christ  can  our  faith  and  hope  sustain. 

Never,  never  so  dear 

As  when  our  loved  ones  sink  and  die : 
We  feel  Him  drawing  near. 

And  saying,   "  Fear  not — it  is   I." 

Never  so  strong  to  save 

As  when  we  own  our  utter  weakness  : 
The  humblest  heart  grows  brave, 

That  leans  on  Him  in  faith  and  meekness. 
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Saviour  most  true,  most  dear, 

May  grace  to  all  our  souls  be  given. 

To  know  and  feel  Thee  near, 

Until  we  see  Thy  face  in  heaven. 


tDcre  u)a$  no  room  for  fiim 
In  iDe  Inn 

A   CHRISTMAS    HYMN. 

W'hat  a  glorious  light  of  old  shone  down 
On  a  lowly  shed,  near  Bethlehem's  town, 
For  'twas  there  on  the  primal  Christmas  morn 
That  the  Prince  and  Saviour  of  man  was  born. 

How  came  it  to  pass,  He  was  lying  there? 
Was  there  no  royal  palace  prepared  elsewhere? 
Nor  a  kingly  couch  for  His  sacred  Head, 
That  He  needs  must  rest  on  that  manger  bed? 

Ah !  no  one  had  known  on  that  night  before, 
When  Mary  of  Nazareth  stood  at  the  door 
Of  the  village  inn — how  supremely  blest 
Was  she  who  was  pleading  for  shelter  and  rest. 

'Twas  a  busy  time,  and  many  were  there, 
Intent  upon  thoughts  of  pleasure  or  care ; 
There  was  room  in  the  inn  for  great  and  small 
But  no  room  for  Him  who  was  Lord  of  all. 
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So  that  weary  woman  went  on  her  way 
Till  she  reached  the  stable  at  break  of  day, 
And  there,  where  the  feet  of  the  cattle  had  trod, 
The  \'irgin  gave  birth  to  the  Son  of  God. 

In  the  manger  she  laid  Him, — a  fitting  bed. 
For  One  who  years  after  so  truly  said, 
"  The  foxes  have  holes,  each  bird  hath  a  nest, 
But  the  Son  of  Man  hath  not  where  to  rest." 

He  came  to  the  world,  but  it  knew  Him  not ! 
To  His  own,  but  alas  !  His  own  forgot 
To  watch  for  the  signs  of  His  promised  birth. 
And  welcome  the  coming  of  Christ  to  earth. 

But  the  glory  from  Heaven  came  shining  down 
On  that  lowly  shed  near  Bethlehem's  town, 
And  a  choir  of  angels  proclaimed  at  dawn 
That  the  Saviour  of  all  mankind  was  born. 

And  how  is  it  now  in  these  after-times? 
When    we    hear    the    sound    of    the    Birthday 

chimes. 
Are  we  worshipping  Him  this  Christmas-tide, 
And  holding  Him  dearer  than  aught  beside? 
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We  greet  one  another  with  words  of  love, 
And  echo  the  strains  of  the  choirs  above ; 
Our    churches    are    decked    with    the    choicest 

flowers, 
But  is  He  enthroned  in  these  hearts  of  ours? 

The  world,  alas  !  with  its  pleasures  and  cares, 
Is  so  apt  to  entangle  us  unawares  ; 
Do  we  think  so  much  of  the  things  of  earth. 
As  to  count  His  presence  of  little  worth? 

Oh  shame !  thrice  shame !  if  we  deal  with  Him 

thus, 
The  Saviour  who  laid  down  His  life  for  us. 
To  have  room  in  our  hearts  for  great  and  small. 
And  no  room  for  Him  who  is  Lord  of  all. 

'Tis  not  so  with  Him — the  greatest  and  least. 
Are  welcome  alike  at  His  Birthday  feast. 
Not  one  of  His  children  is  ever  passed  by. 
Not  one  overlooked  by  His  loving  eye. 

And  though  He  should  find  at  this  Christmas- 
tide, 

That  His  sheep  have  been  scattered  far  and 
wide; 
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Yet  He  calls  them  by  name  as  in  days  of  old, 
And  welcomes  each  wanderer  back  to  the  fold. 

"  Return,  O  My  loved  ones,"  He  seems  to  say, 
"  My  Father  is  waiting  to  bless  you  to-day ; 
There  is  room   in   His    Heaven   for   great   and 

small, 
There  is  room  in  His  licart  for  one  and  all." 


Reapitia  as  we  Sou) 

'/  cast  it  into  the  fire  and  there  came  out  this  calf. 

For  forty  days  and  forty  nights, 
Obedient  to  his  Master's  will, 
Moses,  the  servant  of  the  Lord, 
Had  tarried  on  the  sacred  hill. 

Fresh  from  that  wondrous  interview. 
And  trembling  still  with  solemn  awe — 
Slowly  he  wends  his  downward  way. 
Bearing  the  tables  of  the  law. 

What  is  that  sound  of  revelry 
That  bursts  on  his  astonished  ear? 
What  sight  is  this  his  eye  discerns, 
Filling  his  heart  with  anxious  fear? 

Shouting  and  leaping,  dance  and  song. 
And  then  a  harsh,  discordant  laugh: 
The  hosts  of  Israel  gathered  round, 
And  in  their  midst  a  golden  calf ! 
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What  wonder  that  in  sudden  wrath 
He  cast  those  graven  stones  away  ; 
There — shattered  at  the  mountain's  base 
Types  of  God's  broken  law  they  lay. 

Then  hastening  on  with  eager  feet, 
A  sight  still  sadder  met  his  eye : 
The  people  worshipping  the  calf, 
While  God's  High  Priest  stood  calmly  by. 

On  him  he  turned  with  eyes  aflame. 
And  anger  burning  hot  within — 
"  What  hath  this  people  done,"  he  cried, 
"  That  thou  hast  caused  them  thus  to  sin.' 

Ah !  then  it  was  a  piteous  sight, 
When  Aaron  thus  adjured  stood  forth — 
The  man  of  old,  so  strong  and  brave, 
Cowering  before  his  brother's  wrath. 

"  The  people  brought  me  gold,"  he  said, 

'■  To  fashion  gods  on  their  behalf  : 

I  cast  it  in  the  furnace  flames, 

.\nd  from  the  fire  came  out  this  calf." 
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Poor  weak  dissembler !  did  he  think 
To  hide  from  God's  all-seeing  eye 
The  secret  of  his  sin  and  shame, 
By  taking  refuge  in  a  lie? 

Alas  !  it  has  been  always  so — 
And  will  be  while  the  world  doth  last — 
Men  lay  on  outward  circumstance 
The  blame  of  their  own  sinful  past. 

They  plant  and  nurture  from  their  youth 
The  germs  of  many  a  deadly  root : 
And  marvel  when  in  after  years 
They  ripen  into  bitter  fruit. 

Men  spend  their  years  in  vanity 
Heaping  up  treasure  without  end ; 
Living  for  self,  without  one  thought 
To  what  such  selfishness  must  tend. 

Then,  when  they  reap  the  due  reward 
Of  such  a  loveless,  Godless  past. 
They  deem  it  a  most  cruel  fate 
To  find  themselves  unloved  at  last. 


ii8  Reaping    as    wc     Sow 


'Twas  no  impatient  burst  of  wrath 
Evoked  of  old  Ezekiel's  cry: 
'Twas   God's  eternal   justice   said, 
"  The  soul  that  sinneth  it  shall  die." 

We  make  our  future  for  ourselves : 
The  man  who  scorns  to  be  forgiven 
Would  lind  no  place  for  happiness 
Amongst  the  ransomed  hosts  of  heaven. 

Heaven  is  for  those  who  whilst  on  earth 
Dwell  in  the  sunshine  of  God's  grace; 
I'^or  as  one  wisely  said  of  old, 
"  'Tis  first  a  temper,  t//cn  a  place." 

Be  not  deceived — God  is  not  mocked- 
The  truth  stands  ever  sure  and  deep, 
That  "  whatsoe'er  a  man  shall  sow, 
That,  and  that  only  shall  he  reap." 


**$rraigl)fforu)ard*'  * 

A    WATCHWORD    FOR    THE    NEW    YEAR. 

They  turned  not  to  the  left  hand  or  the  right, 
They      went      "  straightforward  "       in      their 

Master's  might ; 
They  questioned  not  the  wisdom  of  His  way, 
These  "  living  creatures  "  sought  but  to  obey. 

Their  course  was  strange,  they  knew  not  what 

it  meant, 
They  only  knew  they  had  been  "  called  "  and 

"  scnty'" 
Intent  upon  the  work  that  must  be  done. 
They  went  in  faith,  "  straightforward  "  every 

one. 

Christians  !  there  is  a  lesson  here  for  us. 
We,  too,  must  learn  to  live  and  labour  thus  ; 
Nor  ask  to  know  the  meaning  of  God's  way — 
Only  for  grace  and  guidance  day  by  day. 

Whither  the  Spirit  leads  us  we  must  go 

And  take  our  destined  place — above — below — 

*   Ezekiel   i.    12. 
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Doing  the  humblest  work  as  in  His  sight : 
Nor  turning  to  the  left  hand  or  the  right. 

We  must  be  ready,  cheerfully  to  bear 
The  Cross  He  lays  upon  us  everywhere ; 
Following  the  Footsteps  of  the  Lamb  of  God 
Along  the  thorny  path  that  once  He  trod. 

Ready — our  very  selves  to  Him  to  yield, 
And  labour  on  in  faith  from  field  to  field. 
Content,  though  through  long  years  we  seem 

to  see 
No  fruit  resulting  from  our  husbandry. 

Content— though  as  we  journey  day  by  day 
The  earth-born  shadows  thicken  by  the  way ; 
Still    pressing    on    through    darkest    clouds    of 

night, 
"  Upward  "  and  ever  "  upward  "  to  the  Light. 

''  Straightforward ''  then,  shall  be  our  watch- 
word here — 

Our  golden  motto  for  each  glad  new  year— 

"  Straightforward  "—till  the  borderland  is 
past, 

And  we  shall  hear  our  Lord's  "  well  done  "  at 
last. 


jlioake  up,  mp  6lorp 


A    MORNING    HYMN. 


()  Lord,  my  God,  look  down  and  take 
Possession  of  me  as  I  wake. 
May  my  first  thoughts  be  given  to  Thee ; 
My  waking  words  an  anthem  be. 

Thou,  in  Thy  tender  care  and  love, 
Hast  watched  me  from  Thy  throne  above, 
And  through  the  darkest  hours  of  night 
Hast  kept  me  ever  in  Thy  sight. 

I  laid  me  down  in  peace  to  rest, 

By  no  unfaithful  fears  opprest, 

For  well  I  knew  Thy  loving  arm 

Would  guard  and  shelter  me  from  harm. 

The  terrors  that  the  world  may  dread 
Need  never  haunt  the  Christian's  bed. 
If  Christ  who  died  be  on  his  side 
All  will  be  well,  whate'er  betide. 
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rjanger  may  come,  or  Death  draw  near, 
And  yet  methinks  he  need  not  fear 
To  wake  and  meet  the  glad  surprise 
Of  a  new  morn  in  Paradise. 

The  one  foe  to  be  feared  is  Sin, 
That  subtle  foe  that  lurks  within  ; 
Against  whose  wiles  we  need  to  pray, 
And  watch  by  night  as  well  as  day. 

Yet  strong  as  are  the  powers  of  ill, 
Thy  power,   my  ("lod,   is  stronger  still. 
Before  Thine  arm  of  matchless  might, 
Satan,  himself,  is  put  to  flight. 

What  shall  I  render  unto  Thee 
For  all  that  Thou  hast  done  for  me : 
What  morning  tribute  can  I  bring. 
To  thee,  mv  Lord,  my  God,  my  King? 

Had  I  the  boundless  wealth  of  earth. 
In  Thy  sight  it  were  nothing  worth  ; 
And  yet  all  loving  as  Thou  art, 
Thou  wilt  accept  my  poor  weak  heart. 


yiwakc    up,    7>iy     Glory  12; 


That  heart  then,  Lord,  to  Thee  I  raise, 
"  A  freewill  offering  "  of  praise. 
Heart,  life,  and  voice  I  pray  Thee  take, 
And  make  them  pure  for  Jesu's  sake. 


**  marcellousip  Relped  ** 

2  Chron.  xxvi.  15. 

Yes !  through  the  darksome  nights, 
And  through  the  long,  long  days, 

I  traced  the  wisdom  and  the  love 
Of  all  my  Father's  ways. 

The  nights  were  not  too  dark. 
The  days  were  not  too  long. 

And  nothing  seemed  too  hard  to  bear, 
For  He  had  made  me  strong. 

I  felt  His  loving  arms 

Around  me  everywhere. 
There  was  a  sense  of  present  help 

Of  which  I  was  aware. 

A  sense  of  deeper  peace 

Than  I  had  ever  known  ; 
A  power  there  was  about  my  path 

Far  greater  than  mine  own. 
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There  was  no  room  for  doubt, 

For  fretfulness  or  fear : 
No  need  to  pour  my  tale  of  woe 

Into  His  listening  ear. 

He  knew  it  all  before, 

'Twas  He  Who  setit  my  grief, 
So  I  could  wait  in  patient  hope 

For  His  most  sure  relief. 

He  gave  me  all  I  asked. 
And  granted  all  my  prayer. 

And  e'en  my  wishes  rose  to  Heaven 
And  found  an  answer  there. 

Each  hour  He  seemed  to  send 
Some  message  from  above, 

Until  at  last  I  seemed  to  breathe 
An  atmosphere  of  Love. 

And  why  was  I  thus  helped? 

Why  were  my  poor  prayers  heard? 
Because  in  child-like  confidence 

I  took  Him  at  His  word. 
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I  "  cast  my  care  "  on  Him, 
And  so  could  fearless  be : 

For  well  I  knew  my  loving  God 
"  Concerned  Himself  "  for  me. 

And  now  my  heart  would  fain 

Its  Hallelujahs  raise  ; 
And  tell  to  all  the  list'ning  world 

His  Glory  and  His  Praise. 


^""Cbe  Rour  is  Come  that  ibe  Son 
of  Ulan  sl)ould  be  Gloriried'' 

A   THOUGHT    I  OR    HOLY    WEEK. 

What!  just  before  Gethsemane 
And  that  dark  hour  on  Calvary, 
When  Christ  the  Lord  was  crucified — 
Was  t/iis  when   He  was  glorified? 

Surely  'twas  when  they  sought  to  bring 
Him  forth,  by  force,  to  make  Him  King! 
Or  when  in  Heav'n's  translucent  light. 
He  stood  transfigured  to  their  sight ! 

Or  when  the  glad  impetuous  crowd 
Pressed  on  Him,  with  Hosannas  loud: 
And  spread  their  garments  in  the  way 
The  Son  of  David  passed  that  day. 

But  no!  God's  ways  are  not  as  man's! 
In  His  Omnipotence  He  plans 
A  work  beyond  our  finite  powers. 
Thoughts  higher,   greater  far  than  ours. 
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"  A  corn  of  wheat,"  the  Christ  did  cry, 
"  Must  fall  into  the  ground  and  die; 
Or  else  it  lives,  unblest,   unknown, 
Abiding  evermore  alone. 

But  if  it  die  the  kindly  earth 
Receives  and  gives  it  second  birth  : 
The  scattered  seed  takes  firmer  hold, 
And  brings  forth  fruit  an  hundred-fold. 

For  whosoever  loves  his  life, 

Shall  lose  it  in  the  earthly  strife ; 

But  he  who  hates  his  life  below, 

God's  endless  life  in  heaven  shall  know." 

So  spake  the  One  who  died  for  all, 
Who  bore  the  curse  of  Adam's  fall, 
Who  rescued  sinners  steeped  in  vice, 
By  His  one  perfect  sacrifice. 

The  scoffers'  taunt  was  true  indeed, 
He  saved  us  in  our  direst  need ; 
But  whilst  to  others  life  he  gave, 
"  Himself     He     could      not,"      would      not 
save. 


"  The     Hour     is    Come  "  i2y 


And  thus  He  taught  the  truth  sublime, 
The  lesson  for  all  future  time ; 
That  man  can  only  hope  to  rise 
By  the  grand  law  of  sacrifice. 

"  To  die  to  self  and  live  for  others," 
Must  be  our  watchword.  Christian  brothers, 
Would  we  His  true  disciples  be, 
\v^ho  gave  His  life  for  you  and  me. 

'Twas  when  the  time  of  death  drew  nigh, 
He  uttered  that  triumphant  cry ; 
He  saw  the  crown  beyond  the  cross. 
And  counted  all  between  as  loss. 

He,  in  that  agonizing  hour, 
By  perfect  patience  proved  His  power ; 
And  when  He  bowed  His  head  and  died, 
'Twas  t/icu  that  He  was  g-lorified. 


**60(l  SO  looca  !De  World*** 


God  saw  that  it  was  good, 

This  earth  that  He  had  made, 
The  round  world  with  its  wealth  of  hills 

On  sure  foundations  laid. 

He  spake— the  sea  drew  back, 

And  then  appeared  the  land, 
A  miracle  of  loveliness, 

Fresh  from  the  Master's  hand. 

Behold  it  even  now. 

In  spite  of  all  the  ill 
That  Satan  and  that  sin  have  wrought. 

How  lovely  it  is  still. 

Could  human  heart  desire 

A  fairer  scene  to  view, 
Than  God  hath  pictured  for  us  here, 

In  every  radiant  hue? 

*These  words  are  inscribed  on  a  rough  wooden 
cross  which  has  been  erected  on  the  summit  of  the 
Gaisberg   mountain,   near   Salzburg. 
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Oh,  stand  upon  the  mount 

And  see  above — below— 
The  green  vales  nestling  at  the  feet 

Of  mountains  crowned  with  snow. 

In  regions  such  as  these, 

God's  glory  is  made  known  ; 

The  strength  of  all  these  mighty  hills 
Is  His,   and   His  alone. 

Yet  chiefly  is  His  power 

Declared  in  doing  good. 
And  only  in  redeeming  love 

Is  fully  understood. 

All  honour  then  to  those 

Who  read  this  truth  aright. 

And  lifted  up  the  Cross  of  Christ 
Upon  this  lonely  height. 

It  stands  there  on  the  mount, 
With  sacred  scroll  unfurled; 

Recording  how  through  ages  past 
Our  God  hath  loved  the  world. 


Perpkxltp 

"  Make  plain  Thy  7vay  before  my  face." 

Oh,  Lord  my  (iod,  ihe  way  is  dark  before  me, 

I  cannot  see  the  light ; 
Clouds  of  perplexity  are  closing  o'er  me, 

I  know  not  what  is  right. 

Fain    would    I    tread    the    path    of   Thine   own 
Though  it  be  steep  and  long;    jchoosing, 

The  pomp  and  glory  of  the  world  refusing 
Lest  they  should  lead  me  wrong. 

Fain  would  I  do  Thy  holy  Will  and  pleasure, 

Whatever  may  betide, 
Esteeming  Christ's  reproach  a  greater  treasure 

Than  all  the  world  beside. 

And  yet !    The  way  is  dark  before  me, 

I  cannot  feel  Thy  hand ; 
I  cannot  pierce  the  clouds  that  gather  o'er  me, 

I  cannot  understand. 
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I  wait  and  watch  in  vain  for  some  clear  token 

Of  what  Thy  Will  may  be, 
And  listen  for  some  word,  divinely  spoken, 

Some  message,  Lord,  from  Thee. 

Oh,  Father!  leave  me  not  to  grope  in  blindness, 

Wandering  to  and  fro ; 
Cause  me  to  hear  Thy  voice  in  Ioa  ing  kindness 

Telling  me  where  to  go. 

(jod  ot  all  (jrace,  make  plain  Thy  way  before 
Shed  forth  Thy  glorious  Light !         [me  ; 

And  when  I  feel  Thy  tender  guidance  o'er  me, 
7  /len  I  shall  know  the  rig^ht. 


CDe  Black  Sbcep 

A  Black  Sheep,  did  you  say? 
A  man  who  in  his  day 
Has  had  his  chances  of  success, 
And  thrown  them  all  away. 

A  man  who  from  his  youth 
Has  lived  for  selfish  ends. 
And  by  his  wanton  recklessness 
Has  wearied  out  his  friends. 

A  man  whose  past  career 
Is  stained  with  shame  and  sin, 
Whose  heart,  turned  ever  from  the  light, 
Is  dark  as  night  within. 

A  man  whom  wise  men  shun. 
Whom  even  women  fear, 
And  only  mother's  love  survives 
To  pray  for  one  still  dear. 

A  Black  Sheep,  did  you  say? 
"  A  lost  sheep,"  Christ  would  cry; 
•    One  of  those  wilful,  wandering  ones 
For  whom  I  came  to  die. 
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"  I  have  My  ninety-nine, 
But  this  one  has  been  lost, 
And  must  be  sought  for  far  and  wide, 
And  found  at  any  cost. 

"  Oh,  children  of  My  love, 
Who  dwell  within  the  fold. 
Help  Me  to  find  My  poor  lost  sheep ; 
Let  not  your  zeal  grow  cold. 

"  Turn  not  away  in  scorn  ; 
My  Father  from  above 
Still  looks  upon  this  fallen  one 
With  eyes  of  pitying  love. 

"  Wake  up  from  selfish  sloth. 
Do  all  that  in  you  lies 
To  raise  this  outcast  from  the  dust. 
And  point  him  to  the  skies. 

"  It  may  be  even  yet 
That  he  will  hear  My  voice, 
And  then — Ye  hosts  of  earth  and  heaven, 
Rejoice  with  Me,  rejoice!  " 


DIulne  Unresr 


"  Than  hast  made  us  for  Tliysclf,  and  our  souls 
arc  restless  till  they  find  ihcir  rest  in  Thee." 

St.  Augustine. 

There  is  a  restlessness  that  is  Divine, 
God  sends  it  to  those  souls  He  fain  would  bless, 
Who,  weary  of  the  world  and  all  its  ways, 
Do  thirst  and  hunger  after  righteousness. 

Dissatisfied  with  all  that  earth  can  give, 
With  joys  to  which  their  hearts  no  longer  cling, 
They  wander  to  and  fro  with  restless  feet. 
Seeking  to  find  some  higher,  holier  thing. 

They  hunger,  but  they  shall  be  satisfied  ; 
They  weary,  but  the  time  will  come  at  last 
When   God's   own  light  shall   shine   into   their 

hearts 
And  all  the  weariness  of  Life  be  past. 

For  Thou  hast  made  us  for  Thyself  alone, 
And  all  the  souls  of  men  must  restless  be 
Till,  guided  by  the  Spirit  of  all  truth. 
They  find  at  last  their  perfect  rest  in  Thee. 
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R  Ropal  Itiuitatlon 

'"*'  Let  him  that  Iicarcth  say  come,  and  let  him 
that  is  athirst  come,  and  WHOSOEVER  WILL  let 
him  take  the   Water  of  Life  freely." 

Hast  thou  heard  thy  Saviour  saying, 
From  His  throne  above — 
Come  to  Me,"  and  taste  the  sweetness 
Of  My  love? 

Come  and  take  the  heahng  waters 

I  will  give  to  thee ; 
Streams  of  life  within   thee   springing 
They  shall  be. 

Hast  thou  come,  and  hast  thou  tasted? 

Then  to  others  tell 
What  thou  knowest ;  go  and  bid  them 
Come  as  well. 

And  let  him  who  sits  in  darkness- 
Weary  of  the  night — 
Longing  for  those  unknown  blessings — 
Life  and  Light : 

Thirsting  for  the  Living  Water 

Christ  alone  can  give — 
Let  him  come  and  take  it  "  freelv ;  '' 
Take — and  live  ! 
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"Come  after  Me,"  the  Saviour  said, 
As  He  stood  by  the  Lake  of  Galilee, 

"Fear  not,  but  rise  and  follow  Me, 

And  fishers  of  men  ye  shall  henceforth  be." 

Such  was  the  loving  Master's  Word, 

And    straightway    His  servants    obeyed   the 

Leaving  their  old  life  far  behind,  [call, 

Thev  arose  and   followed   Him  once  for  all. 

"Fishers  of  men"  they  henceforth  were. 

The  word  of  His  promise  was  soon  fulfilled  ; 

The  old  and  young,  the  rich,  the  poor. 

Were  caught    in  their    nets    as    the    Master 
willed. 

Following  bravely  where  He  led. 

They  laboured  unweariedly  night  and  day : 
Sometimes  rejoicing,  sometimes  sad  ; 

Through   cloud   and   through   sunshine   they 
held  their  way. 
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At  last  they  saw  their  risen  Lord, 

As  He  stood  once  more  by  Galilee's  Sea, 

And  heard  Him  say  in  accents  sweet — 
"  Bring  now  of  the  fish  ye  have  caught  to 
Me." 

Surely  'twas  worth  long  years  of  toil, 

And  the  ceaseless  strife  of  a  lifetime  past. 

To  hear  those  words  from  Christ  their  King, 
And  know  that   He  honoured  their  work  at 
last! 

But  hark  !  tlie  Lord  is  calling  still — 

"  Go  labour  for  Me  on  the  world's  wide  sea, 

Spread  out  your  sails,  let  down  your  nets, 
And  fishers  of  men  ye  shall  henceforth  be." 

Brother !  He  speaks  to  you  and  me. 
The  message  is  given  to  one  and  all ; 

Some  there  may  be,  whom  wc  can  reach, 
Who  might  never  else  hear  the  Gospel  call. 

Safe  ourselves  in  the  Ark  of  God — 
Shall  we  suffer  the  lost  to  drift  away. 

Or  stand  aside  in  selfish  ease, 

While  sinners  are  perishing  day  by  day? 


i4<>  I'lslicrs    of   Men 


Is  ///is  the  spirit  Christ  would  see 

In  those  He  has  rescued  from  sin  and  death? 
Surely  the  lives  He  ransomed  thus 

Should  be  spent  for  Him  to  their  latest 
breath  ! 

Master !  fain  would  we  work  for  Thee, 
Doing  Thy  bidding  by  sea  and  by  land  ; 

We  look  to  Thee  to  guide  our  course, 

And  we  let  down  our  nets  at  Thy  command. 

Teach  us  to  "  lie  in  wait  '"  for  souls, 

And    to    speak    the    word    that    each    sinner 

Or  where  we  cannot  win  by  words,  [needs. 

To  conquer  by  prayer  and  by  loving  deeds. 

And  though  for  weary  nights  and  days 

We  may  seem  to  have  toiled  without  reward  ; 

Yet  well  we  know  that  work  for  Thee 

Can  never  be  "  labour  in  vain,"  dear  Lord. 

One  day,  we  too  shall  see  Thee  stand, 

On  the  Heax'nly  shore,  by  the  crystal  sea. 

And  hear  Thee  say  in  accents  sweet,         [Me." 
"  Bring  now  of  the  fish  ye  have  caught  to 
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Oh,  joy  above  all  other  joys, 

What  rapture  of  bliss  it  will  surely  be 

To  hear  those  words  from  Christ  our  King, 
When  He  says  them,  brother,  to  you  and  me. 


**  tbep  firsr  gaue  ibcir  ou)n  Selves 
10  m  £ord'' 

A  gleaner's  hvmx. 

Stand  forth  !  thou  servant  of  the  Lord, 
And  take  thy  place  by  His  dear  side, 
Who  for  our  sakes  was  crucified  ; 
Stand  forth  !  true  servant  of  the  Lord. 

Confess  thy  faith,  redeemed  one. 
Dost  thou  believe  cm  Jesu's  name? 
Then  own  Him  without  fear  or  shame ! 
Confess  thy  faith,  redeemed  one. 

Then  go  and  labour  for  His  sake, 
The  world  is  one  vast  mission  ground. 
Some  work  for  thee  will  soon  be  found  ; 
Go  forth,  and  labour  for  His  sake. 

Each  son,  each  daughter  of  the  King 
Has  some  appointed  task  to  do ; 
Be  ready  when  He  calleth  you, 
Be  ready,  children  of  the  King. 
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Seek  not  to  choose  the  time  or  place, 

Say  not :  I  will  go  /lerc  or  t/iere. 

Ask  but  to  serve  Him  an\wJierc  ; 

The  Lord  thy  God  shall  choose  the  place. 

Be  sure  the  Master's  way  is  best — 
Do  but  the  bidding-  of  thy  Lord, 
Where'er  it  be   -at  home — abroad. 
Soon  wilt  thou  learn  His  way  is  best. 

Tell  out  the  story  of  His  love, 
Thousands  there  are  who  to  this  hour 
Know  nothing  of  a  Saviour's  power. 
Tell  them  the  story  of  His  love. 

Fight  on,  brave  champion  of  the  Cross, 
The  battle  rages  far  and  wide — 
Against  the  Hosts  of  Sin  and  Pride, 
Lift  up  the  Standard  of  the  Cross. 

Or  else  lie  still,  poor  suff 'ring  one  ; 
Who  knows  what  sheaves  of  golden  grain 
May  ripen  by  thy  couch  of  pain? 
Lie  still  and  pray,  poor  suff'ring  one. 
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Only  be  faithful,  rhild  of  Cod, 
Keep  close  to  Him  thy  Father,  Friend  ; 
So  will   He  bless  thee  to  the  end, 
If  thou  be  faithful,  child  of  God. 


Cbis  I  had  because  I  kept 
Cbp  Coitimandments '' 


\\'hat  had  I  uoi,  most  gracious  Lord, 

For  strhing'  to  obey 
Thy  precepts  and  to  do  Thy  Will, 

Humbly  from  day  to  day? 

I  had  the  consciousness   that  sin 

A\"as  once  lor  all  forgiven  ; 
That  strength  to  fight  my  earthly  foes 

Was  sent  to  me  from  Heaven. 

I  had  the  knowledge  of  Thy  truth. 
The  comfort  of  Thy  word — 

Revealing  things  eye  had  not  seen, 
Xor  ear  had  ever  heard. 

I  had  the  feeling  that  Thy  love 

Encompassed  me  about, 
Rebuking  every  fretful  thought, 

Stilling  each  fear  and  doubt. 

H5 


146  7  his  I  had  because  I  kept 


I  had  the  joy — supremely  great, 
Of  knowing  that  Thy  love 

Accepted  my  poor  services 
And  blessed  them  from  above. 

I  had  the  Peace   unspeakable, 
That  only  those  have  known, 

W'lio  yield  their  souls  in  perfect  trust 
To  Thee  and  Thee  alone. 

.Ml  this  I  had  because  I  strove. 

In  all  humility. 
To  follow  in  the  steps  of  Him 

Who  gave  His  life  for  me. 


**Bks$  me,  eueii  me  also, 
0  mp  fmivV 

A    MISSION'    HVi\l.\. 

Oh,  sad  and  touching'  cry 

That  rises  to  the  Throne  of  God  on  High 

And  comes  to  us  to-day, 

O'er  sea  and  land  from  regions  far  away. 

A  piteous  cry  indeed. 

From  souls  just  wakening  to  their  deepest  need 
From  hearts  with  sin  opprest,  [rest. 

W'ho  know  not   where  to   seek   for  peace  and 

Poor  captives  of  tlie  night, 

Who  yet  are  looking,  longing  for  the  Light ; 

.Alas!  they  strive  in  vain, 

To  free  themsehes  from  error's  deadly  chain. 

\\'ill  not  God  hear  their  cry. 

Will  not  He  count  up  every  tear  and  sigh? 

Will  not  He  help?— Ah,  yes! 

His  love  is  waiting  even  now  to  bless. 

147 


148         "  Bless  Me,  evoi  Mc  also 


All  creatures  ha\e  their  place 

In  His  divine  economy  of  grace, 

Not  one  can  be  so  vile, 

But   he   may   li\e   to  win    the    Father's    smile. 

The  Saviour  died  for  all  !  [small, 

The   kingdoms   of  the   world,    both   great   and 
Are  His — and  one  glad  day. 
All  shall  obey  and  love  His  gentle  sway. 

At  once,   if  so  He  willed, 

This  wondrous  work  of  grace  might  be  fulfilled, 

But  He  would  have  7/s  bear 

Our  part,  that  so  we  may  His  glory  share. 

To  us,  the  charge  is  given 

To  be  the  Heralds  of  the  God  of  Heaven, 

To  go  to  every  nation 

And  preach  the  Gospel  of  His  free  salvation. 

Have  zve  not  heard  their  cry? 

Then  let  us  greet  them  with  the  glad  reply, 

That  God  will  surely  bless 

All  who  believe  on  Christ  for  righteousness. 
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He  hath  made  all   men  one 

By  the  atoning  blood  of  His  dear  Son, 

The  separating  wall 

Is  broken  down,  and  Christ  is  all  in  all. 

Oh,  blessed  thought  of  peace  ;  [cease, 

May     Christians     henceforth    labour     without 
To  spread  the  truth  abroad. 
Till  all  shall  learn  at  last  to  know  the  Lord. 

And  should  the  Father  say 

To  any  heart,  "  Whom  shall  I  send  "  to-day? 
Oh,  may  the  answer  be, 

From   that    same    heart,    "  Lord,    here    am    I, 
send  me. ' ' 


$111  sDail  not  baue  dominion 
ooer  pou 

Oh,  glorious  promise  of  the  Father's  word: 
A  precept  and  a  promise  all  in  one, 
A  word  to  warn  us  in  temptation's  hour, 
A  word  to  cheer  us  till  our  life  is  done. 

When  Adam  fell,  then  Satan's  reign  began, 
And  every  child  of  man  became  his  slave, 
Till  Christ  arose  with  healin^-  in  His  wings, 
The  Son  of  CJod  omnipotent  to  save. 

Not  from  the  penalty  of  Sin  alone — 
That  would  have  been  to  save  us  but  in  part — 
But  to  release  us  from  its  deadly  power. 
And  bring-  Redemption  to  each  captive  heart. 

For   in   each   heart   where   Christ   sets   up    His 

throne 
The  strength  of  Sin  is  broken  once  for  all. 
The  Lord  and  Master,  Whom  they  henceforth 

serve, 
Will  keep  them  safe  and  will  not  let  them  fall. 
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'Only  they  need  to  walk  with  utmost  care, 
And  day  by  day  to  watch  and  iight  and  pray, 
Lest  Sin  should  "  have  dominion  o'er  them  " 

still, 
And   they   should   yield   once   more   to   Satan's 

sway. 

But  there  is  strength  laid  up  for  them  on  high, 
That  neither  man  nor  devil  can  withstand  ; 
Not  all  the  powers  of  Earth  and  Hell  combined 
Can  ever  pluck  them  from  their  Father's  hand. 

Take  heed,  then,  pilgrims  to  the  heavenly  land, 
To  keep  this  Vrccc pi  of  your  Ood  in  view  ; 
And  ye  shall  lind  through  every  step  of  life 
The  glorious  I'romisc  of  His  word  conic  true. 


J\$  tl)p  Daps  so  sball  tbp 
StrenatI)  be** 


Fret  not  thyself,  lest  at  some  future  time 
Thy  strength  should  fail, 

And  all  thy  present  trustful  hope  should  prove 
Of  no  avail. 

Fear  not,  lest  some  unlooked-for  sudden  grief, 

Some  crushing  blow. 
Should  sweep  away  the  fabric  of  thy  faith 

And  lay  thee  low. 

Dread  not  the  tempter's  power,  nor  tremble, 
On  some  sad  day,  [lest 

Thou  shouldest  fall  from  grace  and  so  become 
A  Castaway. 

Such  fears  are  faithless.     Trust  thyself  to  God, 

Thou  art  His  care  ; 
He  will  not  suffer  aught  to  tempt  thee  more 

Than  thou  canst  bear ! 
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His  promises  can  never  fail !     His  word 

Is  sure  indeed, 
But  yet  He  gives  not  strength  to-day,  to  meet 

To-morrow'' s  need. 

The  Heavenly  manna  fell  each  day,  at  dawn, 

Not  over-night ; 
So  when  thy  trial  comes,  thou  too,  shalt  find 

All  will  be  right. 

Thou  know'st  not  what  the  future  holds  for 
But  thou  canst  pray;  |thee. 

Perchance  the  threatened  storm  thou  fearest 
Will  pass  away.  [now 

But  come  what  may — come  weal  or  woe,  His 
Is  pledged  to  thee,  [word 

That  in  that  unknown  future,  ''As  thy  days 
Thy  strength  shall  be." 


tbe  Pillar  of  Cloud  and  Fire 

A    PARABLE    I  OR   THE    NEW    YEAR. 

A  cloud  upon  the  brightest  day! 
'Ti.s  thus  that  in  His  own  wise  way 
God  tempers  all  our  joys  on  earth, 
Lest  they  should  seem  of  too  much  worth- 
And  lead  our  hearts  astray. 

Into  each  life  He  sends  some  cross 
To  act  by  its  subduing  force, 
And  keep  us  humble  in  His  sight, 
Lest  Satan  tempt  us  from  the  right, 
And  turn  our  gain  to  loss. 

'Tis  not  for  man  to  judge  the  means 
By  which  God  sometimes  intervenes, 
To  shew  us  that  each  passing  joy 
May  need  some  measure  of  alloy 
To  shade  these  earthly  scenes. 
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The  sun  at  times  on  summer  days 
Might  blind  us  with  its  dazzling  rays, 
But  for  that  welcome  bank  of  cloud 
Which  rises  as  a  misty  shroud 
And  screens  us  from  its  rays. 

So  God,  Who  is  so  good  and  wise. 
Would  have  His  children  realize 
How  wondrously  He  works  His  ends, 
And  see  in  every  cloud  He  sends 
A  blessing  in  disguise. 


A  Light  upon  the  darkest  night ! 
A  flame  of  fire  intensely  bright. 
To  guide  God's  people  on  their  way 
And  make  each  night  as  clear  as  day 
Whilst  walking  in  His  sight. 

We  need  not  suffer  shame  or  loss, 
Or  sink  beneath  the  weightiest  cross. 
Whilst  shining  high  in  Heaven  above. 
That  token  of  His  care  and  love 
Sheds  light  upon  our  course. 
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No  grief  on  earth  can  be  so  sore 
But  He  has  some  rehef  in  store, 
Some  secret  source  of  consolation 
In  every   time  of  tribulation, 
We  never  knew  before. 

Father!  we  thank  Thee  for  this  sign, 
This  Pillar  of  Thy  Grace  divine ; 
Teach  us  to  read  its  lesson  right, 
That  Thou  dost  guide  us  day  and  night, 
'Till  we  are  wholly  Thine. 

So,  led  by  Thine  unerring  hand, 
And  doing  all  at  Thy  command, 
We  follow  on,  in  faith  and  fear. 
Until  at  last,  some  glad  New  Year, 
We  reach  the  Promised  Land. 
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